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A Crime Club Detective Story 


i 9 "— 

"Tur missing Mr. Westerby provides Inspeetor 
Arnold and his friend Desmond Merrion with a 
hard problem, to be solved only by sheer hard 
reasoning. "Miles Burton is recognised as one of 
the most ingenious writers of detective Stories 
and in Mr. WESTERBY MISSING Не gives us 
one of his best. 
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^ FOUR-PLY YARN MURDER М. D. | 
DEAD STOP THE UNDESIRABLE RESIDENCE E 
UP THE GARDEN PATH DEATH DF TWO BROTHERS, 3 y 
MURDER IN THE COALHOLE 9 | 

_ DEATH LEAVES NO CARD x ` 
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CHAPTER ONE 
INSPECTOR ARNOLD sat in his room at Scotland Yard, the 
telephone to his ear. “Hold on a minute," he said, as he 
picked up a pencil. “ бау that again, will fou ? " 

He scribbled the address on a piece of paper as it was . 
repeated to him. “ д Godstone Street, Kensington. I've got > 
that,” he continued. “ As it happens I've got to go along that 
way this afternoon and I'll call and make inquiries myself. 
What did you say his name was? Westerby ? Mr. Joha 
Westerby ? Right. „I'll ring you up later and tell you the 
news." 

Ачта laid down the telephone, entered the name of Mr. 
John Westerby on the slip of paper and put it in his notebook. 

| He then set to work to finish the report upon which he had been 
| engaged when the” telephone interrupted him. Half an hour . 
| later he put on his coat and hat, walked to Westminster Station 

| and took a ticket to South Kensington. 

| е Ву the time he reached Godstone Street, it was the dusk of 

| 

| 

| 


ғ” 
ie 


a foggy November evening. The street itself, quite short and 
lined on either side with severe Georgian houses, seemed extra- 
ordinarily quiet. As Arnold walked down it towards No. 9 
he seerned to have the pavement to himself. The houses witk> 
- ег drawn curtains and lights showing only above the fanlights 
had an inhospitable, almost repelling air. 3 
As he passed No. 5 he caught the faint but strident sound 
5 of a brass band on somebody's wireless, At the farther end 
of the street an invisible dog began to yap ifritatingly. 
But when he Teached No. 9, he found the house shrouded 
in complete silence. The unilluminated fanlight seemed like 
. & blind eye above the front door. Arnold shook his head. 
* He hasn't come back here by the look of it," he muttered. 
252 ` However, he rang the bell and waited for what seemed an 
improbable reply. Rather to his astonishment, within a few 
seconds this action produced signs of activity. The fanlight 
was suddenly illuminated, and, a moment or two later, the door 
opened. . The Inspector found himself „confronted by an 
elderly man, soberly clad in a black suit, who regarded him 
deferentially. Atnold was the first to speak, 
* Is Mr. John Westerby at home ? " he asked. 
b _ “I am.afraid not, sir," the other replied. “ Mr. Westérby 
| ^ . dsstayingat his cottage in the country." 
| “АҺ, that’s. just Ше point,’ said Arhold. “Та better 
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introduce ‘myself. I’m Inspector Amold of the Criminal 
Investigation Department. Here's my card if you'd like to 


See it. Fl come in for a minute or two, if you’ve no objection.” 


= 
I 
m 


“Certainly, sir,” replied the other promptly. He stood 
aside and Arnold entered „the hall. «І sincerely hope that 
nothing has happened to Mr. Westerby,” he added anxiously. 

Arnold waited until the front door had been closed behind 
him. “бо do I,” he replied. “ You're his butler, I suppose э” 

The other smiled engagingly. “ Well, I don’t know about 
that, sir, I’ve never pretended to be anything so high and mighty 
as a butler. I'm Mr. Westerby's valet, and I've een with him 
twenty years and more. My name’s Moreling, if you care to 
know it, sir.” E 

“ Well, Moreling, if you've . been with Mr. E for 
twenty years, you ought to know something about him by 
this time. Та like to ask you а few questions." a 

- «Тт perfectly ready, to answer them, sir,” Moreling replied 
briskly. “ Perhaps you'd care to come into the dining-room. 
"There's a gas-fire іп there and it would be warmer than standing 


` out here in the hall." 


Amold accepted the invitation. Moreling switched on the 


light in the dining-room and put a match to the gas-fire. 
“There, sir, I think you'll find that's better," he said. 

“Tt is, a lot," ld rc plied. “Sit down, Moreling. You 
don’t mind if I light a pipe, do you? Now then, you fold me 


© jest now that Mr. Westerby was staying at his country cottage ? 


That’s. at Slintor-on-Trent in Lincolnshire, isn't it ? ” 
“That’s right, sir. Mr. Westerby often goes down there for 
а few days at a time." x 
* When do you expect him back 0220 
Moreling made an expressive but wholly decorous gesture. 
“ I really couldn't say, sir," hé replied. “ Mr. Westerby might 
walk in this very evening, or he might stay away until the middle 


of next week.” I never know when to expect him. Every- ` 


thing’s ready for him when he does come back, that’s all I can 
y." za a: 

“ When did you last see him?” 

«То-дау'ѕ Friday, November Ioth; sir," Moreling replied. 


- “JT Jast saw Mr. Westerby when he left the house on Tuesday 


morning. He told me that he was going to Slinton-on-Trent 
and that I could send any letters on to him there. But he 
didn’t say when he was coming back. He never does.” 
“ Well, he seems to have disappeared," said «Arnold. 
Disappeared!” Moreling exclaimed, politely incredulous. 
“ May I ask your meaning, sir ? ” k 


2 Disappeared, vanished, gone yd Arnold replied. “To - 
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tell you the truth I don’t know much more than that. The 
Superintendent of Police at Gainsborough rang me up just 


. now. He told me that a Mr. John, Westerby, who was staying 


at The Old Cottage, Slinton-on-Trent, had not been seen біпсе ^ 


ten o'clock on Wednesday evening. He asked me to make 
inquiries at his Londen address: That's all." 
Moreling smiléd with evident relief. “Теп o'clock оп 


Wednesday evening," he repeated. “ Why, that’s not forty- 
eight hours ago, sir. And that’s nothing.” 

* Oh, I don't know,” said Arnold. “It seems to me quite 
long enough for any one to stay away from home without letting 
people know where he is." 

Moreling shook his head. “ You don't know Mr. Westerby, 
sir” he replied. “ There's no accounting for what he'll do 
when he gets en idea into his head. If it enters his mind to 
go agyghere he'll go right off, without saying anything to 
anybody." 

i Yes, but not at ten o'clock on a November night, I should 
imagine. You сап ejudge for yourself, Moreling. According 
to what the Superintendent told me, Mr. Westerby was sitting 
in the pub at Slinton-on-Trent a few minutes before ten o'clock 
оп Wednesday evening, talking to the landlord. When he left 
he happened to remark that he was going back to The Old 
Cottage. And he hasn't been seen since.", 

But still Moreling did not seem much impressed. “ Perhaps 


he saw something on the way back and changed his mind about 


going straight home, sir. You see, sir, Mr. Westerby is Very — 


keen on birds. That's what he has that cottage in the country 
for." 
“ Keen on birds!" Arnold exclaimede “По you, mean 
to tell me that you think he’s gone off with sowe girl or other ? ” 
“ Оһ, no, sir ! "«Moreling feplied, thoroughly shocked. “It’s 


the other sort of bird I meant. Sparrows and that sort: ofS = 


. thing.” 


“Oh, I see. But surely there aren't many of that kind of 
bird about at ten o'clock at this time of year? Besides, if 


Mr. Westerby had suddenly made up his mind to go anywhere ' 


he'd have gone home first and packed a suitcase, surely ? ' 
“Tt doesn't follow, sir,’ Moreling. réplied. "I've often 


known him start off in no more than what he stood up in. When . = 


he gets to wherever he's going he buys what he wants. He 
aiways carries plenty of money about with him.” 
* Oh, does he?" Arnold replied уу һе sudden interest. 
* What do you mean by plenty of money ? " sxe 
Moreling’s tone became confidential. “I happen to know 
that when he left here «n Tuesday morning he had fhe better 
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part of ‘a hundred pounds in his pocket, sir,” he said. 
* That's a lot to carry’ in one's pocket. Is Mr. Westerby 


a man of expensive tastes ? ¢ 


hold of. But he'd sooner eat-bread and cheese than go to 
scme posh place and have an expensive dinner?" ры; 

sa Then why does he want to take all that money with him ? " 
Arnold asked. | (| 


* Because he never knows where he'll find himself next, 


sir, He'll go chasing about all over the country after a rare 
bird, if he hears that one has been seen. Не never seems to 
Fave settled down properly since Mrs. Westerby died. I've 
“often wordered that he never married again. He's not'by 
any means an old man. He'll only be forty-nine his next 
birthday." $ Sore 

“Too busy hunting those birds of his, I expect,” Arnold 
replied. “ He has scme relations, of course? It’s just possible 
that he’s gone to stay with one of them, T suppose ? ' 


“It’s hardly likely, I should say, sir," Moreling replied. 


<“ Mr. Westerby isn't fond of staying at other people's houses. 

He feels that he can't come and:go just as he likes. But there's 
his niece, Mrs. Fenton, and his nephew, Mr. Aylesworth. And, 

of course, there's Mr. Horstead, but——” 

“But what?" Arnold asked as the valet came to a sudden 
stop. “ Who is Mr. Horstead ? "^ . . 5 
«т “ Mr.. Westerby’s brother-in-law, sir. Younger brother of 
his late wife. But I’m quite sure that Mr. Westerby wouldn’t 
have gone to him.” 

“ Why are you quite sure ? ” ~ Arnold asked. : 

“ Because they. hcven’t been оп the best of terms recently, 
sir. Mr. Horstead is—well, a bit wild, sir. If I may speak 
in complete confidence he’s always coming here trying to get 
money from Mr. Westerby. On one occasion he even went 
so far as to asx me to lend him five pounds.” 

“And did you?” Arnold asked in some amusement. 

‘ “No, sir," Moreling replied emphatically. “I knew very 
well that if I did I should never see my money again. You 
never know where io find Mr. Horstead from all I hear. Не 
never stays anywhere for long at a time. Dodging the bailiffs, 
I shouldn't wonde-." 

= You don t know where he is now, I suppose ? ” " 

No, I don't know, sir. But he сате Һеге to see Mr. 
Westerby last Saturday morning.” Moreling leant forward 
until his lips were a few inches from the Inspector’s ear. “Апа 
zfter he'd gone I found some of the plate missing,” he whispered 
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impressively. 

“The devil you did!” Arnold exclaimed. “Do you 
mean to say that this brother-in-law of Mr. Westerby's һай 
pinched it?" — ; 

“Т do, sir, for that's the truth. This was the way of it. 
Mr.” Horstead called about twelve o'clock in the morning and 
I showed him in here while I went to tell Mr. Westerby. And 
when I came to lay the lunch after he'd gone I found four of the 
silver spoons missing from the drawer in the sideboard.” 


* Did you tell Мг. Westerby ? ” ^ 


* Yes, I told him at once, sir, and he was very much upset." 

* He didn't doubt that his brother-in-law had taken ет?” 

Moreling shook his head. “ Nobody but Mr. Horstead arid 
me had been in the room, sir. And Mr. Westerby has known 
me too long t$ suspect me of taking his spoons. 

* Ang you haven't seen Mr. Horstead since ? " 

* No, sir. He hasn't been here. And, if he comes, I shall ` 
not acmit him into the house, under ariy circumstances what- 

24 a ye pe Ё ® bye ae ge h oni? 

“I shouldn't if I were you. Do you want me to take any 

official notice of the theft ? ” 
„ “Oh, no, sir,” Moreling replied hastily. * Mr. Westerby 
wouldn't like that, I'm sure. Не told me that he would give 
Mr. Horstead a chance of bringing the spoons back before he 
took any other action." с” : 

“Welt, if he decides to take action, he's only got to let meg => 
know. Now, what about this nephew and nicce you mentioned 
just now? They're all right, I suppose ? " 
` “Oh, yes, sir. Mrs. Fenton's husband is an insurance agent. 
They've got four young childfen and live în а flat outs Shep- 
herd's Bush way. At least they call it a flat, but it's merely 


- a set of rooms in а tenement house. Mr. Westerby helps them 


out from time to time, I fancy, sir." 

«Мг. Westerby's relatives don't appear to bg exactly pro- 
sperous," Arnold remarked. “ Апа yet, judging by appear- 
ances, he must be pretty well off himself. This house, his 
cottage in the country and his habit of carrying a lot of money 
about with him." S 

“Tt was Mrs. Westerby’s money, I believe, sir," said More- 
ling confidentially. “Tve heard it said that she left it all to 
Mr. Westerby when she died." 5 2 ; 

~ Then how is it that her brother is in such low water ? 
Presumably he must have had money if she Had.”  ' 

Moreling displayed another of his expressive gestures. — * 

* Blew it all, sir," he replied. “Horses, mostly, I believe. 
And winners aren’t so plentiful as losers, as any bookie wille, 
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part of ‘a hundred pounds in his pocket, sir,” he said. 

* That's а lot to carry’ in one's pocket. Is Mr. Westerby 
а man of expensive tastes ? ¢ $ 

* Oh, no, sir, anything but that. He likes a glass of beer 


now and then, and he smokes any cigarettes that he can get . 


hold of. But he'd sooner eat-Lread and cheese than go to 
scme posh place and have an expensive dinner?" p ees, 

“Then why does he want to take all that money with him ? " 
Arnold asked. : 

* Because he never knows where he'l find himself next, 
sir. He'll go chasing about all over the country after a rare 
bird, if he hears that one has been seen. Hé'never seems to 
bave setiled down properly since Mrs. Westerby died. I've 
often wordered that he never married again. He's not'by 
any means an old man. He'll only be fortymine his next 
birthday." | am 

* Too busy hunting those birds of his, I expect," Arnold 
replied. “ He has scme relations, of course? It’s just possible 
that he's gone to stay with one of them, І suppose? " 


5 


“It’s hardly likely, I should say, sir," Moreling replied. 


* Mr. Westerby isn't fond of staying at other people's houses. 
He feels that he can't come and:go just as he likes. But there's 
his niece, Mrs. Fenton, and his nephew, Mr. Aylesworth. And, 
of course, there's Mr. Horstead, but——” 
“But what?" Arnold asked as the valet came to a sudden 
stop. “ Whois Mr. Horstead ?" . , 5 
вә " Mr. Westerby’s brother-in-law, sir. Younger brother of 
his late wife. But I'm quite sure that Mr. Westerby wouldn't 
have gone to him." 
“ Why are you quite sure ? " ^ Arnold asked. ` 
* Because they. hcven't been on the best of terms recently, 
si. Mr. Horstead is—well, a bit wild, sire If I may speak 
in complete confidence he's always coming here trying to get 
money from Mr. Westerby. On one occasion he even went 
so far as to ask me to lend him five pounds.” 
“Апа did you?” Arnold asked in some amusement. 
* “No, sir," Moreling replied emphatically. “І knew very 
well that if I did I should never see my money again. You 
pever EDEN where to vnd Mr. Ho:stead from all I hear. Не 
never stays anywhere for long at a time. Dodgin ailiffs, 
I shouldn't wonder” Е see 
4 You don t know where he is now, I suppqse ? ” f 
No, I don't know, sir. But Һе came here to see Mr. 
Westerby last Saturday morning." Moreling leant forward 
until his lips were a few inches from the Inspector'sear. “ And 
after he'd gone I found some of the plate missing,” hé whispered 
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impressively. : 
“The devil you did!" Arnold exclaimed. “Do you 


mean to say that this brother-ia-law of Mr. Westerby's had~ 


pinched it ? * 
«І do, sir, for that's the truth. This was the way of it. 


Mr. Horstead called about twelve o'clock in the morning and 
I showed him in here while I went to tell Mr. Westerby. And 
when I came to lay the lunch after he'd gone I found four of the 
silver spoons missing from the drawer in the sideboard.” 

“ Did you tell Мг. Westerby ? ” 

* Yes, I told him at once, sir, and he was very much upset." 

“Не didn’t doubt that his brother-in-law had taken them? ” 

Moreling shook his head. “Nobody but Mr. Horstead and 
me had been in the room, sir. And Mr. Westerby has known 
me too long t® suspect me of taking his spoons.” 

* Ang you haven't seen Mr. Horstead since ? "' 


* No, sir. He hasn't been here. And, if he comes, I shall ` 


not acmit him into the house, under ariy circumstances what- 
ever.” e pope BO eise tf ete 
“I shouldn't if I were you. Do you want me to take any 
official notice of the theft ? ” 
. “Oh, no, sir,” Moreling replied hastily. “ Mr. Westerby 
wouldn’t like that, I’m sure. He told me that he would give 
Mr. Horstead a chance of bringing the spoons back before he 
took any other action." ~~ 


“Wek, if he decides to take action, he's only got to let me.— 


know. Now, what about this nephew and nicce you mentioned 
just now? They're all right, I suppose ? " 

` “Oh, yes, sir.- Mrs. Fenton's husband is an insurance agent. 
They've got four young childfen and live їп a flat outs Shep- 
herd's Bush way. At least they call it a flat, but it's merely 


а set of rooms in 2 tenemenf house. Мг. Westerby helps them 


out from time to time, I fancy, sir.” 

' Mr, Westerby’s relatives don't appear to bg exactly pro- 
sperous,” Arnold remarked. “ Апа yet, judging by appear- 
ances, he must be pretty well off himself. This house, his 
cottage in the country afd his habit of carrying a lot of money 
about with him." , A 

“It was Mrs. Westerby's money, I believe, sir," said More- 
ling confidentially. “Tve heard it said that she left it all to 
Mr. Westerby when she died.” . 2 ; 

** Then how is it, that her brother is in such low water ? 
Presumably he must have had money if she Had.” — * 

Moreling displayed another of his expressive gestures. — 

“ Blew it all, sir,” he replied. “ Horses, mostly, I believe. 


And winners aren't so plentiful as losers, as any bookie wille. 
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“That’s why I’ve given it up. What about Mr. Westerby's 
nephew? He's a pavement artist or something like that, I 
suppose ? ” 25 412% 
Moreling smiled. ''He's an artist, sir, but not that kind," 
he replied. “ Mr. William Aylesworth his name is, sir. Perhaps 
you've heard of him? He's a sculptor, and he's got a studio 
in Finchley.” з | 
“Sculptors aren't much in my line, I’m afraid,’ said Arnold. | 
“ How does he and his uncle get оп?” | 
- ^" As well as can be expected after what happened, sir.” Е ; 
* Which I suppose means not too well. _ What did happen ? ” 
“Well, sir, Mr. Aylesworth’s wife divorced "him about a 
couple of years ago. It wasn’t a very pleasant story, Геп sorry 
to say, and Mr. Westerby’s sympathies were entirely with the 
lady. So there's been a little coolness between him and Mr. | 
Aylesworth ever since.” OO 
“Do you mean that Mr. Westerby isn’t on speaking terms 
with his nephew ?” 
“Oh, no, it’s not so bad as that, sir. They see one another 
sometimes, but not so very often. Mr. Aylesworth was here to 
lunch one day last week, Tuesday it was. Mr. Westerby rang | 
him up the day before. Не wanted'to see him about something, 
- but I don't know what it was." 2 
“ Very well, I'd better make a note of the addresses of Mrs. ~ 
Fenton and Mr. Aylesworth,” said Arnold. He wrote these 
down in his n: tebook and then continued, “ Has Mr. Westerby 
any particular friends that he might kave gone to stay with ? "' 
“Мг. Westerby has quite a lot of friends one way and another, 
sir," Moreling replied. “ But I don't know (hat he would have 
gone aff suddenly like that to stay with any of them. Unless 
perhaps it weuld be Mr. Paul Runcorn. They've known one 
another ever so many years.” | 
n - Where does this Mr. Runcorn live? Arnold asked. 4 
“Нез got a big place in Northumberland, sir. Brixem E 
Hall it’s called. It's not far from Newcastle, I believe. It’s 
quite on the cards that Mr. Westerby made up his mind suddenly 
to go there." i 
“At ten o'clock at night?" said Arnold doubtfully. “It | 
doesn’t sound likely to me. Now, if Мг. Westerby should 1 
tum up unexpectedly don’t forget to ask him to ring me up. d 
In fact, you'd better do it yourself. Good-evening, Moreling, 
and many thanks for what you've told me.” c 
e After another visit in the neighbdurhood, Arnold returned | 


СС-0. Digitized by eGangotri. Kamalakar Mishra Collection, Varanasi 


MSS pe "MS cac 


Г 


. 
МЕ. WESTERBY ‘MISSING ІІ 


to Scotland Yard and rang up the Superintendent at Gains- 


borough. 


5 

<“ Mr. Westerby hasn't come back to his house in Godstone a7 
Street," he reported. “ But his man there, who says he's been 
with bim twenty years, doesn't seem to think there's anything 
very queer about the affair. Says that his master has a habit 
of clearing out suddenly without telling anybody or taking 
anything with him. Bát there's just one *thing. Did you 
know that Mr. Westerby was in the habit of carrying quite - 
a lot of money about with him ? ” t 3 

<“ We've hearce something about that this end.” the Superin- 
tendent replied. “And there's a rumour that a rather suspi-, 
cious customer was hanging about that evening. However, : 
you know the stories that people tell as soon as there's any: 
hint of mystery in the air. You'll let me know if you hear 


anythiegefurther, won't you ? "' 


Arnold gave the required promise and the conversation 
ended. A couple of hours later, Arnold: handed over to the ' 
colleague who relieved him and went home. 


CHAPTER TWO 


In the ordinary way Arnold would not have worried his head 
any further about the alleged disappearance of Mr. Westerby- 7 
* Havitig put on record the inquiry from Gainsborough and the 
steps he had taken in consequence, he would have put the 
matter aside to await further developments. Just a routine 
item, in fact, similar to the hundreds dealt with by Scotland 


Yard every day. 


But there was опе aspect of the matter which seemed to the 
Inspector a trifle disturbing. It was all very well for Moreling 


to say that Mr. Westerby made 


a habit of disappearing. No 


doubt it was true that he was a man of slightly eccentric habits. 


„ ` -And is was highly probable that he would turn up again when- 


the mood seized him to do so. ~ But there was just а possibility 
that the money he was carrying in his pocket had something 


to do with the affair. 


Arnold was not in the least inclined to make mountains out 
of molehills. Because Mr. Westerby had presumably a con- 
siderable sum of money upon him, this afforded no reason for 


a man’s habits might be, it seemed unlikely that he would. 
choose tep; 9:996 ор.8, November evening to vanish into the * 
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unknown. m ғ 

As it happened Arnold found very little work awaiting him 
in his office on Saturday fhorning. He finished it by eleven 
o’clock and then, on a sudden impulse, decided to go and see 
Mr. Westerby's nephew. It was quite on the cards that he 
might haye some news of his uncle. Or, failing that, he might 
be able to suggest what had wecome of him. 

Arnold, therefore, made his way to Caroline Avenue, which 
he found to be a street of small but well-built houses. No. 15 
differed in no way from its neighbours on either side, except 
perhaps that it looked a trifle less well-cared fom The Inspector 
rang the bell, which was answered by a sullen-looking woman 


- who looked at him disapprovingly. She wasn't sure whether 


Mr. Alyesworth was at home. In any case, he had given orders 
that on no account was he to be disturbed while he was working. 

But the production of Arnold's official card made hc a trifle 
more communicative. If the Inspector would kindly step 
inside, she would show Mr. Aylesworth his card and see what 
he said about it. 2 


So Arnold entered the hall, which he noticed looked as if it 


would have been better for a thorough dusting. А half-open 
door gave him a view into the dining-room, where a cadaverous- 
looking man in shirt sleeves was laboriously laying a not over- 
clean tablecloth. The man had not completed his task when 
the woman returned with the message that Mr. Aylesworth 
. would see the Inspector if he would step this way. She led 


Arnold towards the back of the house, along a passage cafpeted ^ 


with worn linoleum and pervaded by the rank smell of stale 
cabbage. They reached a door which she flung open. 

“ Here’s the Inspector, sir," she armounced. 

Arnold found ‘himself on the threshold of a fair-sized studio, 
untidy almost beyond imagination. It seemed to be full of 
objects arranged without any attempt at order. There were 
pieces of furniture—tables, chairs, a dilapidated sofa and a 


` grandfather clock with a stained and cracked case. The rest 


^ 


appeared at first sight to be mere useless lumber. Blocks of 
stone, lumps of some pasty substance which might be clay, 


and wooden boxes of various shapes and sizes. In the middle 


of the room a rusty stove gave out a feeble heat and more than 
a suggestion of coke fumes. 


From the middle of this confusion a young man detached 


himself and looked speculatively at the inspector. He was 


powerfull "built, with clever, if rather sensuous features, and 
long black hair plastered back over his head. He held a mallet 


in one hand and a chisel in the other. His overells, which & ^ 


long time ago had been white, were ton and dusty. 


——— ——Ó—r— 7 
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But William Aylesworth attempted no apology. “ Sit down, 
Inspector," he said cheerfully. “I don't recommend the sofa, 
for the springs are broken. That thair's all right, but you'll * 
have to be careful, for one of the legs is a bit groggy. Do you 
know; I really didn't,expect such an honour. I thought the · 
local sergeant would deal with a little matter like that." 

This was a trifle puzzling. “А little matter like what ? ” 
Arnold asked. 

. “Why, old «Gatwick's complaint, of course," Aylesworth 

replied. “ Не told me that he would put the police on my 

track if I interrapted his beauty sleep again. I’m very sorry 

| to upset the old boy, but I can’t help it. I can only. work> 
decently when the mood takes me and that’s that.” 3 

But Arnold shook his-head. “ I'm afraid you're under some 

` misapprehension, Mr. Aylesworth,” he said. “I know nothing 
about hî complaint you speak of. I've come to see you upon 
quite a different matter. It’s about your uncle, Mr. John 
Westerby, in fact.” : 

‘The chisel fell from Aylesworth's hand with a metallic clatter 
and he stooped down to recover it. eel 
* Uncle John!” he exclaimed. “ Why, what's he been up 

to? When I last saw him he told me that he was going to that 

cottage of his in Lincolnshire for a bit. But he may have 
changed his mind, for all I know. ` You never can tell where 

he may bg off to next." i En 

“Т had a message from the Superintendent at Gainsborough 7 
"yesterday afternoon,” Arnold replied. “ Your uncle was 
staying at his cottage at Slinton-on-Trent until last Thursday. 

But he has not been seen since ten o'clock that evening.” . 

Aylesworth laughed in évident relief. “Mh. is that all?” 
he said. “I shouldn't let a little thing like that worry you, 

. Inspector. You don't know Uncle John like I do. if he took 
it into his head to go to America, he'd start off just like that 
without saying a word to anybody. He's probabl$ come back 
to London. He's got a house in Kensington, you know." 

147 “I have already been there and seen his valet, Moreling," * 
Arnold replied. “Не told me that he had heard nothing of 
Mr. Westerby since his departure on Tuesday" 
* Well, if he's not there, he's gone somewhere else, that's 
P all,” said Aylesworth airily.. " There's no reason to suppose 
. that he’s come to any harm, I take it?” 3 
i “There is certainly no proof of that," Arnold replied cau- 
tiously. “But I am given to understand that Mr. Westerby 
is in the habit of corrying comparatively large sums of money 
„| ^ in his pocket: x 


A 's face became suddenly serious. “TI * 
ylesyorth's. f LY eGangotri. Kamalakar Mishra Collection, агала yov 


Менге арыны ТЫНЫН ТЕТІ 


= 


— aoe —- 


— 
: 


. , f LI 
A MR. WESTERBY MISSING 


don’t think that, do you ? " he asked anxiously. 
ev c I should be happier if I knew what had become of Mr. 
Westerby," Arnold replied.” * And that's why I have come to 
see you. I thought that possibly you might be able to make 
| 
| 


^ Aylesworth shook his head reflectively. <“ T.can't," he replied. 

* wish I could, There's no accounting for Uncle John. If 

‚ somebody had told him on Wednesday evening that a rare bird 
had been seen at Land's End he'd have gone off at once, just as 
he was, to see for himself. And it would never occur to him that 


“Not he. He never uses а Car unless he can possibly help 

it. He always says that you can't see What’s happening? in the 

. countryside when you're sitting in one. But a little detail 
like that wouldn't worry Uncle John. If hed made up his 
mind to start, start he would. He's quite equal to walking 
to the nearest junction and waiting until the next train came 


.'* Well, you may be right, Mr. Aylesworth, and I hope you 
are. But you understand, of course, that I am bound to make 
-what inquiries I can. Moreling mentioned a certain Mr. Run- 
2 corn who lives near Newcastle. Do you think it ljkely that 
your uncle has gone to see him?” 

in Aylesworth laughed. “That’s а more amusing sügges- ^ 

tion than you can be aware of, Inspector. I suppose that | 

$ 

| 


Moreling told you that Uncle. John and Paul Runcorn were - 
fast friends? We, so in а sense, they are. They've known 
one another and enjoyed quarrelling with one another ever 
since they were boys together, I believe. But just at the 
moment one of their periodical quarrels is at a height. The 


^ 


“what he thought of him in so many words. Besides, I happen 1 
to know Runcorn isn't in England at the present moment. 
At all events һе toid me when I last saw him that he was going 
for a cruise to the West Indies this week.” 
“Do you happen to know what he and your uncle had 
quarrelled about ? " Arnold asked. Ё 
“Well, I lurched. with Uncle John last week and he told ; 
me all about it. But Im bound to confess that I couldn’t | 
make head or tail of it. It had something to do with an estate 
. for which he and Runcorn are joint trustees. It seems that ^ 
they hag; g.difigrer e of opinion and are at daggers drawn about 
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it. Uncle John fulminated against Runcorn the whole time I 
was with him. But I’m afraid I didn’t take it very seriously. 
They are always having these roWs and are as firm friends as 
ever when it is all over.” : 

“Do you know Mr. Runcorn personally ?" Arnold asked. 

* Oh, yes,” Aylesworth replied. * He's a very decent old 
stick so long as you don't rub him up the wrong way. And 
he's one of the few people who can be persuaded to buy my 
stuff.” 

“Your stuff?" Arnold asked in a slightly puzzled tone. 

Aylesworth waved his hand airily round the room. “The 
products of my chisel,” he explained. '' That's my job, you 
know. I’m a sculptor. You mightn't have thovght so to 
look at what you can see here. But now and then I ao manage 
to knock out something that fetches money. Only the other 
day % Zold Paul Runcorn a group.” 7 

Arnold felt that some remark was cxpected of him. “I’m 
sure I congratulate you, Mr. Aylesworth,” he said. 

“Tt wasn't a bad bit of work on the whole.” Aylesworth replied 
with a tinge of pride. “Two children playing with a guinea- 
pig, about life-size. I've got some photographs of it here if 


‚ You'd like to sce them.” 


<“ Some other time if-you don’t тіпа, Mr. Aylesworth,” said 
Arnold hurriedly. “ As it happens I'm rather busy this morning. 


Failing „Мг. Runcorn, have you any other suggestion where 
е” 


your uricle may have gone pv 
*"Frankly, Í haven't. I've gota cousin, Mrs. Fenton, whom 
Uncle John is very fond of in his way. But he wouldn't have 
gone to stay with her for the excellent reason that she has no 
room for him. Besides, why should he ga to Shepherd’s Bush 
when he has a perfectly goodhouse of his own in Kensington 025 
* It doesn’t sound likely, certainly," Arnold agreed. "I 


. don't think I need trouble you any further. You'll let me 


know at once if you have any-news, won't you A” 

* Oh, yes, rather. But hold on a minute. You've been to ' 
Godstone Street and seen Moreling, you say DEA > 
- Arnold nodded. “ Yes, but he could tell me nothing." 

All this time Aylesworth had been standing with a mallet 
and chisel in either hand and a large block of marble separating 
him from the Inspector. ‘Now he tossed the tools aside and 
came close to his visitor. “I wonder," he added significantly. 
* Uncle John was'last seen at ten o'clock on Thursday evening, 
wasnt he? . . 25; 

“So I am informed,” Arnold replied, wondering what this 
was going to lead to. я Ж; 


«c H 1 t 
w d you see Moreling ? ” PA 
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don’t think that, do you ? " he asked anxiously. 
E SM OL should be happier if I knew what had become of Mr. 
¬ Westerby," Arnold replied.” “ And that's why I have come to 
see you. I thought that possibly you might be able to make 
some suggestions." : $ . - 
Aylesworth shook his head reflectively. <“ can't," he replied. 
“J wish I could, There's no accounting for Uncle John. 


'any one might be anxious as to what had happened to him." 
- * But surely he would have waited until the next morning," 
i Arnold persisted. How was he going to start on a journey 
at that time of night ? Had he a car with him,at Slinton ? " 
“Not he. He never uses а car unless he can possibly help 
it. He always says that you can't see what's һаррепїї їп the 
countryside when you're sitting in one. But a little detail 
like that wouldn't worry Uncle John. If he'd made up his 


along. He can walk me off my legs, I can tell you that.” 
. * Well, you may be right, Mr. Aylesworth, and I hope you 
are. But you understand, of course, that I am bound to make 
what inquiries І can. Moreling mentioned a certain Mr. Run- 
. corn who lives near Newcastle. Do you think it likely that 
your uncle has gone to see him ? " 

Again Aylesworth laughed. ''That's a more amusing sugges-" | 
tion than you can be aware of, Inspector. I suppose that 
Moreling told уоп that Uncle John and Paul Runcorn were - i 
fast friends? We, so in a sense, they are. They've known 
one another and enjoyed quarrelling with one another ever 
since they were boys together, I believe. But just at the 
moment one of their periodical quarrels is at a height. The 
only thing that would have taken Uncle John to Brixem Hall 

.would be the intention of telling Paul Runcorn just exactly 
what he thought of him in so many.words. Besides, I happen 7 
to know Runcorn isn't in England at the present moment. 

At all events he toid me when Т last saw him that he was going 
for a cruise to the West Indies this week." 

“То you happen to know what he and your uncle had 
quarrelled about ? " Arnold asked. 
* Well, I lunched with Uncle John last week and he told 

me all about it. But I'm bound to confess that I couldn't 

make head or tailofit. It had something to do with an estate 
. for which he and Runcorn are joint trustees. It seems that ^ 


^ they dedos difference, of opinion and are at daggers drawn about 
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t 
it. Uncle John fulminated against Runcorn the whole time I 
was with him. But I’m afraid I didn’t take it very seriously. 


They are always having these rows and are as firm friends as” 


ever when it is all over." 

“По you know Mr. Runcorn personally?" Arnold asked. 

* Oh, yes,” Aylesworth replied. “ Неѕ a very decent old 
stick so long as you don't rub him up the wrong way. And 
hes: one of the few people who can be persuaded to buy my - 
stuff.” . 

«Your stuff ?" Arnold asked in a slightly puzzled tone. 

Aylesworth «vaved his hand airily round the room. “The 
products of my chisel," he explained. “That's my job, ycu 
know. I'm a sculptor. You mightn't have thought so to 
look at what you can see here. But now and then.I do manage 
to knock out something that fetches money. Only the other 
day 6 Zold Paul Runcorn a group.” : z 
. Arnold felt that some remark was expected of him, “I’m 
sure I congratulate you, Mr. Aylesworth,’ he said. 

“Tt wasn't a bad bit of work on the whole.” Aylesworth replied 
with a tinge of pride. “ Two children playing with a guinea- 
ig, about life-size. I’ve got some photographs of it here if 


‚ you'd like to see them.” 


‚ “ Some other time if you don't mind, Mr. Aylesworth,” said 
Arnold hurriedly. “ As it happens I'm rather busy this morning. 


Failing ,Мг. Runcorn, have you any other suggestion where | 


your uncle may have gone ? " ч : 
“Frankly, I haven't. I've got a cousin, Mrs. Fenton, whom 
Uncle John is very fond of in his way. But he wouldn't have 
gone to stay with her for the excellent reason that she has no 
room for him. Besides, why should he ga to Shepherd's Bush 
when he has a perfectly goods house of his own in Kensington ? " 
“1% doesn't sound likely, certainly,” Arnold agreed. “ I 
don't think I need trouble you any further. You'll let. me 


* Oh, yes, rather. But hold on a minute. You've been to ' з 


Godstone Street and seen Moreling, you say?" — 
- Arnold nodded. “Yes, but he could tell me nothing." 


* So I am informed," Arnold replied, wondering what this 
was going to lead to. ғар ree PRI 
сфе gid ou see Moreling ? 
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“ "Yesterday afternoon about five o'clock." 

... Aylesworth made a rapid, calculation. “ Forty-three hours 
‘after Uncle John’s disappearance from Slinton. Plenty of 
time for him to have got back to London. Suppose now—— 

Arnold waited expectantly for the completion of this sentence. 
But the other was staring at the floor in front of him with а. 
rapt expression on,his face. : 

“ Suppose what, Mr. Aylesworth ? " the Inspector prompted. 

“Oh, I don't knov > Aylesworth replied slowly. “It’s 
ridiculous, of course. But suppose that Uncle John did go 
back to Godstone Street after, all?" ы 

- * Why, in that case, should Moreling have told me that he 
had seen nothing of him ? " ` Arnold asked. 

Aylesworth seemed suddenly to remember his duties as a 
host. “I say, I'm awfully sorry!” “he exclaimed. “ Won't 
you have a cigarette ? No? Well, you won't mind if T do? 
Moreling might have had his own reasons for saying that Uncle 

ohn hadn't come home." 

** What sort of reasons, Mr. Aylesworth ? ” 

The other frowned. “I don't want to let myself in for any 
bother," he replied. “ You won't repeat anything that I may 
say in confidence, will you ? 

“Certainly not,” Arnold assured him. “You may rest 


or hear any evidence of anybody-else being there." 

_ Aylesworth noddeG.' “I don't suppose there was anybody 

else there. Normally, Uncle Johr keeps a «ook and she and 
-  Moreling run the house between them. But whenever he goes 
away one or other of them is allowed to go on holiday. If you 
found Могеіп іп charge you may bet that the cook was enjoying 
herself elsewhere. Do you see what I'm driving at ? ” 

“Not altogether," Arnold confessed. 

Aylesworth threw away his half-finished cigarette. ^ If 
Uncle John ha \ comt back to Godstone Street he and Moreling 
would have been in the house alone together. And Uncle 
John told me some time ago that he had left Moreling а thousand 
pounds in his will." . 

At last the full significance of Aylesworth's hint dawned 
upon the Inspector. “That is a very 'serious suggestion to 
makes He said. с 
„ “Thaven’t made it yet,” Aylesworth replied quickly. 
only Ring yowa fexcthingsanBabaithousand, pounds УОН 
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seem a lot of móney to a man in Moreling's position." 

* Moreling told me that he had been with your uncle for ^ 
twenty years," Arnold suggested. 

“That’s quite true. І can hardly remember а time when 
he wasn't with Uncle John, and I'm thirty. He's always been 
учу efficient and obliging and all that, but well, you: never 

OW. ? , ) 

* Do you think it likely that your uncle would have returned 
home suddenly?” Arnold asked after a pause. 

Aylesworth ahrugged his shoulders. ''As I keep on telling 
| you, nobody. can predict what Uncle John may do. It seems 
pretty certain from what you tell me that on Thursday evening 

he made up his mind to go somewhere. I don't think it's likely 

that he went fo stay with friends or relations. I’ve very rarely 
knownehim do such.a thing. And it seems to me at least as 
likely that he went home as anywhere else." 

Arnold got up from his chair. “ГІ remember what you've 
told me, Mr. Aylesworth," he said. ; 

Aylesworth escorted him to the front door. “Oh, by the 
way,” he said, as they stood on the threshold. “ You've no 
ebjection to my paying a visit to Godstone Street, have you?” 

'* Not the slightest,” Arnold replied. “ But you won't say 
anything to Moreling of your—er—suspicions, I trust ? "' 

“Rather not!" Aylesworth exclaimed. “I’m not quite 
‘such a “fool as that. Well, good-bye, Inspector. We shalF~ 

е meet again some day, I hope.” ` | қ 

Arnold returned to Scotland Yard, where he found a messag 
lying on his desk. 5 a ро 

“Mr. Merrion rang up at eleven fifty-six this morning. Не 
wishes Inspector Arnold to know that he is Staying in London 
for a few days and that he expects him to dinner in his rooms 

-at eight o'clock this evening." 

Arnold smiled as he read the message. His frend Desmond 

Merrion was always good company. .And his man Newport 
. ^ could be trusted to provide an excellent dinner. At half-past 
seven the Inspector would be off duty. He would go, of course. 

He went out to lunch rather puzzled as to what course he 
should pursué in the case-of the missing Mr. Westerby. Strictly | 
speaking it was none of his business. Не had merely been > 
asked to make inquiries in London as to the possibility of Mr. 
Westerby having returned home. If he took any further steps 
he might find himself treading on the toes of the Superintendent 
at Gainsborough. Scotland Yard could only take action outside 

¬ е Metropolitan area at the express invitation of the police, 


Y <f Seat Y 
| Ge pou LI 


en Ee eel 


а е f 
е 
187 MR. WESTERBY MISSING 


tendent and reporting that Mr. Westerby's nephew .had no 
~ news of him. The Superintendent replied by telling him that 
an intensive search was being made locally, but that so far 
nothing definite had been found. А 

After this conversation Arnold turned to other matters; 
which fully occupied his attention until his period of duty 
expired at һаИ-раѕ‹ seven. 


д СНАРТЕК THREE 

“Он, so you've turned up then," seid Merrion as Newport 
showed the Inspector into his presence half an Kour later. “I 
hoped you would. Make yourself at home. There's ірзі time 
for 2 glass of sherry before dinner’s ready. Well, how's 


business i : ; 
“Pretty brisk, but nothing very exciting,” Arnold replied. 
“The usual crop of petty thefts and the illegal consumption 
of alcohol after hours. Why it should be lawful to buy milk 
at two o'clock in the morning, and'not beer, is more than I’ve 
` ever been able to fathom. Аге you staying in town long ? " 
“Oh, just а few days. I’ve got some matters of business 
to attend to, but nothing particularly important. All right, 
—Newport, we're quite ready." : 2 


During dinner they chatted at large about various subjects. ‘, 


But afterwards, sitting in front of a carefully made-up -fire, 


with a decanter of whisky between them, Merrion showed signs - 


of discontent. . 


“Tm disappointed їп. you, my, friend,” he said. ©T asked 
ou to dinner because I expected that you would have some 


> pretty little problem to expound to me; And all you have to 


offer me appazently is petty theft and breaches of the licensing 
laws. What's come over the criminal classes lately ? ” 
т "I don't know," Arnold replied. “ Things have been pretty 
quiet for a long time. And it seems to be much the same in 
the provinces.. The, only inquiry I’ve had lately is for a chap 
who's supposed to be missing." . - : : 
: = Deliberately or otherwise ? ? Merrion asked. ae 
“Т don't know. Fellow of the name ‘of John Westerby. 
From what people tell me he's always a bit erratic in bis habits, 
so there's probably nothing in it." | ; 
-et John Westerby?” Merrion replied. "It isnt a very 
БА name, You don't mean the bird-man by any 


E UE atenbisi kabbykar Den esie pea. g know - : 


—— Ss 
سے‎ ы 


————— QN! 


тше------------------. 


QS CET . E 1 / 
MR. WESTERBY MISSING I9 


anything about him ? ” TUE 
Merrion laughed. “Т met him once. Oh, it must. be three ~ 
or four years'ago now. I was at home at High Eldersham and 
I had been out for a walk. To be exact I'd been to see one 
of my tenants who'd been grumbling about his house wanting 
repairing. And by the time I was on my way home it was 
getting dark. ; a i 
Well, I had just reached the outskirts of the village when 
a total stranger appeared from nowhere in particular and, 
accosted me. He was wearing a shabby old suit and I thought 
` at first it was ^a tramp who wanted a few coppers. I was just 
putting my hand in my pocket when it dawned upon me that 
his voice was that of an educated man. “ Excuse ‘me,’ he said. 
* I have heard that a specimen. of Emberiza cirlus has been seen 
in the district lately. Not Emberiza miliaria, mind, but 
кыы cirlus. Miliaria is common enough, as no doubt you. 
ow.’ 
“ Well, as you may suppose, that brought me up all standing. 
I hadn’t the remotest idea what the fellow was talking about : 
and told him so. Then, obviously regarding me as a hopleless 
jgnoramus, he condescended to explain. It appeared that 
emberiza cirlus was the cirl bunting, a rare bird in England, . 
and that my friend hoped to get a sight of one.. He told me 
that his hobby was tracking out rare birds for the purpose of 
observing their habits. He finished up by asking me if there, 
. was anywhere in the neighbourhood where he could put up _ 
for the night. And in the end I took him home with me. 
“I'm bound to say І thoroughly enjoyed that evening. The 
chap told me that his pame^was John Westerby and chat he - 
had a house in Kensington somewhere? Also, I remember, 
a cottage in the «country, Lincolnshire, I think he said. But 
„what he liked best was roaming about watching the habits of 
birds. . Не talked about himself and his birds till well after 
. midnight. And what amused me was that Бе had nothing 
"whatever with him, not so much as a toothbrush. I had to 
lend him pyjamas and shaving tackle and everything. I ask 
him if he always travelled as lightly as that, and he said that - 
‘he did, more often than nôt. If he found himself in a strange 
„place ће would buy what he wanted for the night and give it 
“away again next morning. A queer fish in'many ways, buta. 
"уёгу entertaining companion, I found him. A few months 
later he sent ше a pamphlet he'd written: on buntings with 
“ап inscription in it to the effect that it was in acknowledgment 
-of my hospitality.” . . ; pe Bere 
.. "Thats very interesting,” said Arnold. “ Did he tell you 
-Whenechpibad come frank mbenoygn net; Rh Varanasi eere: 
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“ Well, it was so long ago that it's a little difficult to remember 
= all he told me. I believe he said that he had come from his : 
country cottage and had been a couple of days on the way. 
Why?" 
“Because, in a sense, he was missing when you found him. 
You see what I mean ? , In all probability none of his friends |, 
or relations knew where he was. And it's just as likely that ~ 
he's wandering about the country in the same way now. | 
. - the same; I’m not altogether happy about him." | 
«Та like to hear the whole story,” Merrion remarked. | 
Arnold repeated the message from the Gainsborough Supe- 
rintendent, and explained the action he had taken. “ Here's 
a man who's in the habit of wandering away without notice," 
he continued. “ Everybody's agreed about that. One might 
suppose that he had done so on this occasion and that ha would | 
turn up again bright and smiling when it suited him. But | 
there are two points I don’t quite like about it. The first isthe i 
time of his disappearance, ten o’clock at night, And the second 1 
is the practical certainty that he had a considerable sum of 
money about him.” : 
Merrion nodded. . “ Yes, now you mention it, I remember 
- that he had a wallet full of notes that night he stayed with 
me. He told me that he always carried plenty of money with 
him, so that he could be free to go where he liked. But he 
struck me as being the sort of chap who was fully capable of 
looking after himself. Not a big man, rather under-sized if - 
anything, but wiry and muscular and as fit as a fiddle. He f 
told me that he'd never had a day's illness in his life and put | 
‘it down to the amiount of exercise be took. Have you any 
-sort of theory as to what may have happened to him ? ” 
“Tt seems to me that there are three ‘possible theories,” \ 
` Arnold replied. “The first, that Westerby went away of his ^ | 
‚ Dwri.accord, in, which case he may be expected to turn up again i 
eventually bright and smiling. The second, that he was waylaid | 
‘by someone who knew that he had a lot of money about him. <. 
And the third, that he came back to Godstone Street, where | 
“he was made away with by Moreling for the sake of the thousand | 
pounds: legacy.” À | 
_ “Your first two theories are all right, but the third doesn't = 
appeal to me mùch,” said Merrion. “ Moreling would have >: | 
to produce some evidence that Westerby was dead before he - ! 
could claim his legacy. The only evidence he could offer would | 
bethe body. And if he produced that it might lead to awkward | 
questions. On the whole I’m inclined to | 
‘chat Westerby has just wandered off." | | 
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o'clock now," he said. “Seventy-two hours since Westerby 
was last seen. Surely somebody would have had news of 
him by this time ? ”. 

* You're inclined to the theory that he was waylaid, I can 
see that," Merrion remarked. тш ; 

“It’s. a possibility that's got to be considered, anyhow,” 
Arnold replied. “Mind you, I know nothing more than the 
Gainsborough Superintendent has told me. But I can imagine 
what might have happened. Westerby was last seen in the 
local pub at a few minutes before ten o'clock. Perhaps he 
had produced his wallet to pay for:a drink, and one of the other 
customers had noticed that there was a lot of money in it. 
This chap sneaks out and waits somewhere between the pub 
and Westerby’s cottage. When. Westerby comes along he 
hits him over the head with something heavy, meaning to 
knoc&^him out. He then takes the wallet, but discovers to 


‘his horror that he's been a little bit too rough and that Westerby 


is dead. So, as a matter of common precaution he disposes. of 
thebody.". ` 5 
- “ Where? " Merrion asked. TARA 

: “The name of the place is Slinton-on-Trent: So I think 
it fairly safe to assume that the river is somewhere handy. 
And a river is a pretty good place in which to dispose of a body, 
especially if you take the precaution of putting a few stones 
in the pockets." : «a os puis 

«That’s an idea, certainly," Merrion agreed. “Are you 
handing it on to the Superintendent?” · | 

Arnold shook his head. “I'm old enough to know . the 
wisdom of minding my,own-business. ІЁ the superintendent 
wants the Yard to help him, he'll say sô. alf he doesn’t it’s 
not for us to make suggestiéns.” ae! 

* It's all damned silly!" Merrion exclaimed, impatiently. 
“ However, as things аге, I suppose you can’t do anything." . 

Arnold refilled his glass. “No, I can't," hê said. “And 
when you come to think of it, what could I do more than the 
local police will eventually do for themselves? - If Westerby 
doesn’t turn up within the next day or two, they’re bound to 
turn their attention to the river. Not nécessarily in the sup- 

sition that Westerby was murdered and thrown into it: 

e might have fallen into it accidentally whilst he was examining 
a moorhen’s nest, or anything like that.” T. 

* Yes, no doubt the possibilities of the river will dawn upon 
them," Merrion replied. “ But the trouble on Westerby's 
case is that there's no telling where-to look for him. As he 
told me himself he is іп the habit of walking miles across 
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follow that this happened between the pub and his cottage. 

«If, when he left the pub, ke started off for some unknown -~ 
destination, he could have covered twenty miles before daylight 
next morning. And, as nobody had the slightest idea of the 
direction in which he started off, that means that the search 
would have to cover a circle forty miles in diameter. And 
such a circle would cover an area of 1,250 square miles approxi- 
mately. In a tract of that size, there must be plenty of places 

. where a body could be hidden." 

“Yes, that's all right," said Arnold, “ but, as usual, your 
imagination is rather running away with you. How could 
Westerby be waylaid any distance from Slinton if nobody 
knew where he was bound for?” : 

“Well, I suppose there's something in that," Merrion 
admitted. “But , you know, it doesnt necessarily , follow 
that Westerby was waylaid. He may have met with some . |! 
accident. Fallen down a well, for instance. But there! ie 
It’s no use discussing possibilities when we've practically no 
facts to go upon. I’m very much inclined to think that . 
before long you'll hear that Westerby has turned up again 
safe and sound.” — -` A 
. The conversation turned to other matters and shortly before 
midnight Arnold left Merrion’s rooms and went home. 

. Although the next day was Sunday, the roster. of duties 
“was so arranged that it was his turn to attend at Scotland 


1 


Yard in the morning. He had not been in his room more than 
a few minutes when a message was brought to him. It was 
to the effect’ that the Lincolnshire Constabulary had invited 
the aid of Scotland‘ Yard in tracing the missing Mr. Westerby. - 
And Arnold, сіпсегһе had already had some connection with the | 
matter, was detailed for this duty. The Superintendent from - ``. 
Gainsborough would meet him at Slinton as soon as he could 
conveniently get there. 4 ; 
. Well, orders were orders, and Arnold's first impulse was | 
tp look up the first available train. But, before he had done . _ 
so, he picked up the telephone and asked to be put through Е 
to Merrion’s number., 
. Merrion’s ‘voice answered him.’ “Is that you, Arnold? | 
What's up now? Can't a fellow have any peace of a Sunday 
morning? I was just —" M l 
* Never mind about that,” Arnold interrupted him. “ Have d 
you got your car up here in London with you?” : i 
> Ihave. Why?” | CD г 
« “Because I've got to go to Slinton and I thought you'd 
like to drive me there. You showed symptoms of interest in 
your friend Westerby last night, you know.’ S | 
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* Confound you!” Merrion exclaimed. “ All right, I don’t 
mind. TI call for you in half an hour. How will that do?” 

* Splendidly,” Arnold replied» “In half an hour, then. 
ТП be ready." ; 2 

Punctually to the minute, Merrion drew up in a new and 
racy-looking saloon. “Tve had a look at the map," he 
announced. “ The best way will be to go straight up the Great 
North Road and turn to the right at Tuxfotd. I make Slinton ; 
just under a hundred and fifty miles that way. We'll cover 
it in four hours easily. It’s barely ten now, so even if we stop 
on the road fer a bite we'll get there by half-past-two. Jump 
in." ` A . d 2 HJ 
Merrion's prophecy was fulfilled to the letter. Although 
they called af a wayside inn for bread and cheese and beer, 
they reached Slinton at a quarter-past two. Seeing the sign 
on ізе local inn, The Pelican, they pulled up there. - The 


landlord opened the door, and in answer to Arnold's. inquiry, 
informed him that Superintendent Lorimer was within. 7 
The Superintendént greeted Arnold warmly. “ Very glad 
to meet you, Inspector,” he said. “If Id had my way I'd 
have called you in before. But one can't always do everything 
one wants in this world. You haven't wasted much time, I'll 
say that for you." AES 
. This afforded an opportunity of introducing Merrion. “ A 
friend of mine,” Arnold -explained. * He was good enough 


` to drive me here in his car. You won't mind if he comes round. 


with us, I dare say ? " | Б 

“Not in the least," the Superintendent replied. ^ You'd 
like to hear the evidence.at first-hand, I dare say ?. We may 
as well begin with the гапота here. So far as we know, he 
was the last person to see Mr. Westerby." * 

The landlord, a heavy, slow-speaking man, nodded his head . 

ciously. LEA 

-." Yes, that's right,” he said. * You see, gs I've already 
explained to the Superintendent, Mr. Westerby always used 
my house when he was down here. He'd come to an arrange- 
ment with the missus that she should cook him a bit of grub 
of an evening. I wouldnt like to say enything against Mrs. 
Vowell, but she's not over-handy with the cooking.” 13-2 

«Mrs. Vowell is Мг. Westerby's housekeeper at. The Old 
Cottage," the Superintendent interpolated. д 
` “He always Came here sharp at seven, and he'd have his 
grub in the kitchen," the landlord continued.  “ There's nothing 
high and mighty about Mr. Westerby. I’ve known him a good 
many years so I ought to know. He'd have his grub in the 
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Stand them a round or two of drinks he would, too. He’s a 
Lincolnshire man himself, and he likes to hear the country 
folk talk. Besides, they tall: to him about the birds they've 
seen, and he always liked to listen to that. On Thursday 
evening, I remember, he was asking them about an owl he 
was looking for. It seems it was the sort of owl you don’t often 
come across.” 


Merrion put ina word here. “I know Mr. Westerby slightly,” | 


he said. “ Тһе study of bird life is a hobby of his. Do you 
remember what he said about this particular owl?” 

. “Well, I heard him talking about it," the landlord replied 
deliberately. “ Не was trying to describe it like so that if any 
of the chaps saw it they'd know it was the one. But I can't 
rightly remember allhe said. But he did say that he'd been 
up for the better part of the last two nights listening for it." 

. “Did Mr. Westerby say that he meant to spend Tinesday 
night listening for it?" Arnold asked. . 

Ч “Ко, he didn't. That was just it. Не said that he was 
tired and was going straight home. Тіһове%уеге his very words 
to me as he went out a few minutes before ten. 'I'm tired, 
Norris,’ he said, Norris being my name; ‘I haven’t had much 
sleep for these last two nights, and I've had a very worrying 
day. So I'm going straight home to bed.' That's what he 
said. . And that's why I couldn't understand it when Mrs. 
Nowell came round next morning to say that he hadnt come 
home. . 

“When Mr. Westerby was staying at The Old Cottage ‘did 
he always.come here for his evening meal?" Arnold asked. 

- “Yes, that's the way of і,” Mr. Norris replied. “ Тһе 
first tithe he came in last week was ‘on Tuesday. He never 
let us know that НЕ was coming, or the missus would have got 
in something special. As it was he had.to make do with a bit 
of steak and a few fried onions. But he said that he liked it 


well enough. And he came in Wednesday at the same time | 


and again Thursday.” 
-~ And each night when he'd had his meal, he came and sat 
in the bar?" - 24 i 
; Mr. Norris nodded. “ Just so. He always like the corner 
of the bench beside the fire. He'd sit there and: have.a glass 
or.two of beer and talk to the chaps. And he'd leave some- 
where between half-past nine and ten." . 
Had you any strangers in the place last‘ week ? " Arnold 


‘asked. : 


The landlord shook his head. “We don't get many strangers 


in Slinton,” he replied. “ Not at this time of year, at all events. 


There's nothing to bring 'em." : 
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Do you know if Mr. Westerby had much money on him 
when he left here on Wednesday night ? ” = 
“ He had a wallet full of it,” Mf. Norris replied. “I saw that ^ 
when he pulled out a pound note to pay for a round of drinks. 
But then I’ve never known him come in here-without plenty 
of money in his pocket.” "ten 
«Т think that's about all Mr. Norris can tell us for I the 
present," said the Superintendent. " Wéd better go along 
to The Old Cottage and see Mrs. Vowell You can leave the 
car outside here and we'll walk." 1 
Their way day for a couple of hundred yards or so through. 
the village street with houses on either side. “Т don't see any 
lamp-posts,” said Merrion looking round him. “It must be . 
pretty dark here by ten o'clock at this time of year.” ў 
“ Not nearly so dark as the lane we're going to take to The 
Old -»ttage," the Superintendent replied. “It’s up here to 
the right at the cross-roads." 5 Е 
* And where does the road on the left lead to?” Merrion 
asked. м ` / 
, * Down to the river. There used to be a ferry at the bottom - 
of it, but it’s not in use now.” се 
' They took the right hand turning which гап through an 
anse of meadow-land. The hedges on either side were 
trim and well-kept, and the country had an almost park-like’ 
appeargnce. Here and there as they walked up the lane they 
passed a labourer’s cottage, each standing іп its own plot o5 
garden. At last, nearly half a mile from The Pelican, they 
reached a larger cottage than the rest, roofed with thatch. 
“ That’s the place,” said the Superintendent. S 
_ “Just a minute before we go in," Merrion replied. ^ Where 
does this lane lead to?” + 
_ “It doesn’t lead anywhere in particular. It bends round 
right-handed past twe or three farms and comes out again into 
the main road about a mile short of the village."« t 
They walked up the path to the door of the Cottage and 
knocked. It was opened by a tall, raw-boned woman dressed 
in Sunday black, who bobbed respectfully on recognising the 
Superintendent. This done, she looked searchingly at Arnold 
and Merrion, as though wondering what their business might be. 
“ Good-afterrioon, Mrs. Vowel,” said the Superintendent 
briskly. “ These are two friends of mine who want to hear 
what you can teli them about last Thursday, You won't mind 
„if we come in, will you?” . 
- “Not at all, sir, I’m өше,” Mrs. Vowell replied. She led 
them into a comfortably furnished room, the walls of which 
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one side of the room was a big writing table, and round the 
_ fireplace were ranged two or three chairs. Mr. Vowell pointed to 
these. “If you gentlemen would like to sit down?” she said. 

-“ Find a chair for yourself, Mrs. Vowell,” said the Superin- 
tendent pleasantly. “ Now, tell these gentlemen all you can 
about Mr. Westerby. He arrived here last Tuesday, didn't 
he? Were you expecting him?” | 

“ I had a telegram on Tuesday morning to say he was coming,” 
Mrs. Vowell replied. “It isn't always that Mr. Westerby gives 
me as much notice as that. But that's of no consequence, for 
I live here. It's only a matter of lighting a fire and getting his 
bed made for him.” 5 Я 
. ** What time did he get here ? ” 

“ Just before five o'clock. Не had come by the four-fifteen 

train and walked from the station." 
' “The station's about a mile and a half from here," the sfferin- 
tendent explained. “ What did Mr. Westerby do then?” ` 
- “I brought him some tea in here. After that I heard him 
moving about and a little before seven Не went out to The 
Pelican, like he always does. He came back soon after ten, 
and asked me to make some coffee and fill his thermos flask 
with it. When I'd given it to him he went out again. I can't 
say what time he came back for I never heard him." 

“ You saw him next morning, of course ? ” { 

“Naturally. I called him with a cup of tea at halfpast seven 
"and he had breakfast at half-past eight. Wednesday, that 
was. After he'd had his breakfast, he went out for a walk and 
didn't come back till one. He had his lunch then, sat in here 
reading the paper and writing, until it. was time for him to go 
down to The Pelican. And he went dut again that night just 
as he did the night before." ‘ - t 

. “Now we come to Thursday," said the Superintendent. 
** Tell us exactly what happened that morning." 

" Mr. Westerby had his breakfast at the usual time," Mrs. 
Vowell replied. “ He's always very regular in his habits, so 
far as his meals are concerned. And just before ten o'clock 
he started out for a walk. But a few minutes later he came 
back again and told me that he'd met a child coming up the 
lane with a telegram. . I shall have to stop at home this 
morning for I've got a visitor coming to see me,’ he said. ‘It’s 
very annoying, for I saw a bird yesterday that I’ve never seen 
before in this part of the country. I meant tó go out and look 
for it again. However, I dare say it won't fly away for a day 
or two. I expect you can find enough lunch for two of us, 


can't уоп?” 
. “I said I'd better run down to the village and get another 
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chop, and so I did. I didn’t see Mr. Westerby when I 
back, for I was busy about the house. But round ated 
twelve o'clock I saw а car drive up to the gate and a gentleman “ 
et out of itr He came up to the door and I answered it.” 
i рі the gentleman tell you his name ? " the Superintendent 
asked. : : 
. “ Yes, he did, " Mrs. Vowell replied. . “ He said that he was 


Mr. Paul Runcorn and that Mr. Westerby ‘vas expecting him.” 


CHAPTER FOUR 3 
ARNOLD glanged at Merrion as Mrs. Vowell pronounced this 
name. “ You showed Mr. Runcorn in here ? ” he asked. 

“PRs, that's right," she replied. “I thought at the time 
that Mr. Westerby didn’t seem very pleased to see him. And : 
then I went into the kitchen to see about getting the lunch 
ready. You can’t ‘usually hear people talking in this room . 
when you're in there. But after a bit I heard Mr. Runcorn. 
It sounded as if he were shouting at the top of his voice. I 
couldn't hear all he said, but I caught a few words now and then. 

I wasn't listening purposely, mind, but I couldn't help it, he 
was shouting that loud. Something about being as obstinate 
as a reule and regretting it before he was much older. а 
then all of a sudden the door was flung open and Mr. Runcora | 


the front door, walked down the path and got into his car. d 
that was the last I saw of him. The next thing was that Mr. 
Westerby came out looking very much put out and “said to 
me, ‘ We shall only want lunch for one aftér all, Mrs. Vowell." 
I said, * That was a pity for I'd laid in & nice chop,’ and he said 


' Ж was, for it might have choked Mr. Runcorn and that would 


have been a good riddance." : 2 vd 

- “Quite a stormy interview, in fact,” the Superintendent 
remarked. ‘ No doubt that’s what Mr. Westerby was referring 
to when he told Norris that he'd had a worrying day. What 
next, Mrs. Vowell? ” D ә : 

. “Mr. Westerby had his lunch by himself. But he didn’t _ 
eat much of it, although Y'd cooked the best chop for him. I 


. think he was too upset. And he didn't go out again that after- 


noon, until he went down to The Pelican just before seven." 

* That wasn't the end of your adventures for the day, was it, 
Mrs. Vowell? ” the Superintendent asked. DE 
* “No, that it wasn’t. I was sitting having my supper round 
about eight. o'clock, or maybe a little later, when there came a 
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knock on the door. I thought it must be somebody come up 


from the village with something, though they're not usually . 
7 as late as that. So I went tò open the door and there was а 


gentleman standing there. At least I knew he was a gentleman 
by the way he spoke, though you'd never have thought it from 
the clothes he was wearing. He had on the shabbiest old. 
overcoat you ever saw. To tell you the truth I didn't alto- 
gether like the look of him. And he asked if Mr. Westerby 
lived here and whether he was at home. 

"I told him this was Mr. Westerby's house, but that he 
wasn't in. He didn't seem to like that, and I don't think he 
altogether believed ше. He'd have pushed past me to look for 
himself if he'd dared, I fancy. Then after a bit he asked what 
time Mr. Westerby would be in. I said that he might be at 
home soon after ten or he might not, and what name should 
give? He said that the name didn't matter, and tha he'd 
come back again." А : 

pe ould you know this man if you saw him again?” Arnold 
asked. . : 
* I'm not sure that I should,” she replied. “Тһе light in the 
hall isn’t very good, and I didn’t let him inside the door. Nor 
: when he came again I didn’t, either. I took good care of that," 

“Не did come again, then ? ". ; 

` Yes, about half-past ten it was. Mr. Westerby hadn't come 
home, but I didn't think anything of that.. I thought hemight 
bave gone roaming about the country somewhere like he's,so 
fond of doing. And when I heard the knock on the door, I 
guessed who it was. Wr. Westerby doesn't knock, naturally, . 
he just walks straight in. So I slipped the chain on the dooz 
before I opened it.” : ie 

“ А. very wise precaution,” Arnold remarked. “ It was the 
same man, I suppose? " қ и 
.. — Oh, yes, it was the same man tight enough. He asked me 
if Mr. Westerby had come home yet, and when I told him he 


hadn’t he swore at me something shocking. I shouldn't like - 


of him." e a ; M. 
2 Did уой sit up waiting for Mr. Westerby ?" Arnold asked. 
І hadn't any choice. I wasn't going to leave the door 
unlocked with that chap Mooching around. But I didn't sit 
up exactly. I made a good fire in the kitchén, put a couple 
of blankets in my chair and made myself comfortable.. I knew 
that if I went to sleep Mr. Westerby would make.enough noisé 
to wake me up when he carne home and found the door locked.” 
~ But he didn't come back?" Arnold suggested. `` 
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Mrs. Vowell shook her head. “І slept pretty soundly from 


midnight till round about six ,o’clock next morning. Mr. . 


Westerby hadn't come back by then." : 

“Т suppose you're quite sure of that, Mrs. Vowell?” said 
the Superintendent. “Is there any other way by which he 
could have come into the house without waking you, and gone 
out again ? ” P 

* No, that there's not," she replied. “ The back door was 
bolted on the inside and all the windows were shut and fastened. 
He couldn't have got in anyway, not if he wanted to, without 


. Y let him in."^ 


* What did you do when you realised that Mr. Westerby 
hadn't come back ? ? Arnold asked. 

* Well, I didn't do anything right away. I'd known Mr. 
Westexby to be out pretty well all night before. But I made 
sure he'd come back for his breakfast.. I got that all ready, but 
time went on and still he didn't come. So somewhere between 
half-past nine and en, I went down to see Mr. Norris of The 
Pelican. I had it in mind that Mr. Westerby might have соте! 
along during the night and, finding the door locked and not 
liking to wake me, had gone back there. But all Mr. Norris 
could tell me was that Mr. Westerby had left his place a little 
before ten the night before, saying he was going straight home. 
we talked it over for a bit and in the end we thought it wouldn't 
do any" harm to tell Sutton.” M 
` 4 Sutton is the local policeman,” the Superintendent remarked. 
* He knows Mr. Westerby, of course, and, like every one else 
in the village, appears to be aware of his peculiar habits. Tt 


^ 


was his suggestion that Mr. Westerby might. have suddenly | 


made up his mind to go back to London, wasnét it, Mrs. Vowell ? ?” 
“Yes, he said that was Very likely what he'd done. So he 
asked me for Mr. Westerby's London address and I gave it 
to him." Е aue А; 
* Sutton reported the matter to me and after I had made 


2 


а few inquiries, І rang up the Yard," said the Superintendent. 


` “Are there any? тоге questions you would like to ask Mrs. 


Vowell, Inspector ?" . 

* Not just now, I think,” Arnold replied. ` ' 

“Then we needn’t Кеер уоп any longer, Mrs; Vowell. You 
won't mind if we stay here and talk things over for a few minutes, 
will you ? " 

“It would be a pleasure, I'm sure. And if you gentlemen 
would like a cup of tea, it won’t take me very long to have the 


_ kettle boiling." ` 


“That would be very kind of you, Mrs. Vowell,” the Superin- 


"teadentbaepliedy «Фк Ей Шы Bad. Jaff, fle zopm then 


^ 
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turned to Amold. “I think we may take it that the stories 
we have heard from Norris and Mrs. Vowell are the strict truth,” 
he continued. “The first point is the visit of this Mr. Paul 
Runcorn on Thursday morning and his quarrel with Mr. Wes- 
terby. Mr. Runcorn appears to be a stranger to these parts, 
Sutton, who has been making inquiries, has found а lad who 
saw him. Or rather, we must suppose that it was Mr. Runcorn 
whom he saw. The lad says that he was walking through the 
village some time before dinner—he can't state the time more 


accurately than that. A big blue car—at least, it was big, 


and he thińks it was blue—pulled up beside him. ® А gentleman, 
whom he wouldn’t know if he saw him again, put his head out 
of the window and asked him the way to The Old Cottage. The 
lad, who apparently didn't know that that was the name: of 
this place, asked him what old cottage? The gentleman then 
seid The Old Cottage, where Mr. Westerby lived. The boy 
directed him here." , 

“I happen to have heard something about Mr. Runcorn,” 
said Arnold. “ Мг. Westerby's nephew told me that he and 
his uncle were old friends. He also, mentioned that they were 
perpetually quarrelling with one another. According to him, 
Mr. Runcorn lives near Newcastle and spoke about going on a 
cruise to the West Indies last week,” 

. , You don't suppose that he persuaded Mr. Westerby to go 
with him, do you ? " the Superintendent asked. o^ 

“The conversation Mrs. Vowell overhead hardly suggests 
it," Arnold replied. “It might be worth having inquiries made 
about Mr. Runcorn's present whereabouts, though." . ; 

“ГП do that as soon as I get back to, Gainsborough. If you'll 


- give ше Mr. Ruricorn's address I'll ring up the Northumberland 


Police and get them to ‘ask. Now’, the second point eoncerns 
the-man who called here twice on Thursday evening and made 
such an unfavourable impression on Mrs. Vowell, “Неге again 
we have some*confirmation of her statement, Sutton started 
off on his round with his bicycle at half-past seven оп 
Thursday evening. Just outside the village he met a man who 

ed out to him and asked him where Mr, Westerby lived. 


- Mind you, it was pitth dark and Sutton only saw the man for 


а moment, in the light of his bicycle lamp. All he -can 
Say is аё he was very shabbily-dressed but spoke like a 
gentleman, Sutton told him to keep straight on until he carme 
to the cross-roads: and then turn to the right. He couldn't 
mistake The Old Cottage for it would be the first one he'd come 
to on the left hand side of-the road. Sutton came back from 
-his rounds about midnight, but he didn't see the man again. 


апаз! «~ 


Now. there's another incident : 94 ар Не: абуепіпе . 
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which may or may not be significant. Mr. Merrion asked 

ў me just now when we were at the cross-roads where the turning 
on the left led to. I told him it led to the river. The river z 
bank is quite a short-distance from the cross-roads, not more 
than a couple of hundred yards at most. There are no houses 
on this short road, only some farm out-buildings. The road 
ends in an open space beside the river, from which a ferry used 
to run. D Я ; 

“ As I dare say you noticed, the village street is rather narrow 
and leaving a car there for long would be likely to cause an 
obstruction. “So it has become a local habit for visitors to 

| drive their cars down to the river and leave them on the open . 
- space there, It’s "not really a recognised car park, but they are - 
.out of the way there and nobody raises any objection. is 
| d from these occasional cars, the road is only used 
i to-reach the farm buildings I mentioned. Nobody lives in 
these buildings, but the farmer's horses are stabled there, Now, 
as it happens, one of these has not been quite up to the mark 
lately. The wagoner, who is evidently a most conscientious 
fellow, has been in the habit of going to see it once or twice in 
the evening before he turned in. I j 
| * Sutton discovered all this in the .course of his inquiries. | 
| The wagoner, whom everybody calls Tom, was in The Pelican 
| on Thursday evening. He says that he had a pint of beer at 
| Mr. Westerby's expense and listened to his description of the 
. owl A little before half-past nine he left the pub and went 
to see; after the sick horse, whose name, by the way, Js Steadfast. . 
His master gave Tom an electric torch last Michaelmas and he 
‘always carries this with him at night. Tom walked down -the 
` turning from the cross-roads with his torch, in action to show 
| "him where he was going. ‘Before he got to the stable he saw . 
‘the light of his torch reflected from something at the end of the 
road. This he made out to be the window of @ car. E 
. f As I've explained there Was. nothing extraordinary in а 
. ` “саг being there. Some visitor to the village, Tom E 
| and didn't trouble his hand any further. Naturally nus 
questioned him,. but he couldnt give any particulars. . : 
‘looked like a. biggish car, but he couldn'&tell the colour and, o 
course, he hadn't made a note of the number. A Me 
“Tom thinks he spént ten minutes or 50 Ш the stable an! 
then went home. But he wasn't a bit happy about Steadfast 
and couldn't settle down to sleep for thinking of him. 
.. ° "between half-past eleven and midnight he got up and went to 
В have another look. He is quite positive that the car was 00 — 


`, Jonger there then.” —. е They. б 
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haven't been able to identify the car, I suppose?” : s 
. . The Superintendent shook his head. “Weve. done our 

best,” he replied. “If a car is left standing down there by the 
river, the supposition is that its owner is. calling upon someone 
Яп the village. So we've made a house-to-house inquiry. But 
nobody had any visitor that evening who had arrived in a car.” 

“I have been told that Mr. Westerby dislikes travelling by 
car,” Arnold remarked. 

-“ He has never been seen in one while he was staying here,” 
the Superintendent replied. “ He might have ordered a car 
from somewhere to wait for him until he came out of The Pelican 
and then drive him to.some destination unknown. But from 
what we known of his-habits it doesnt’ sound likely.” 

* Can Mr. Runcorn have come back for a- farther stormy 
interview?” Arnold asked. BU a 

. “That’s what I've wondered. ‚ In each case the car is 
"described very vaguely as ‘big’ but, of course, that’s nothing 
o go on. We don't know when this particular car arrived in 
the: village. Tom knocked off work at half-past five and he's 
‘quite sure the car wasn't standing there then. He didn't go 
down the road again until his first visit to Steadfast, and it's 


most unlikely that any one else did. All we can say is that 


the car arrived between half-past five and half-past nine, 
and that it left again between half-past nine and halí-past 
um А And that, as I think you'll agree, is not particularly 

P Mr. Westerby left The Pelican a little before ten which ‘is 
between half-past nine and half-past eleven,” said - Arnold. 

=“ Yes, I know. That's why I think the presence of the-car 
may possibly be significant, But whose car was: it? -Най 
the shabby gentleman, as-we may call him, any connection 


with it?” “ Т5 not impossible," Arnold replied. “Тһе shabby ' 


gentleman called here about eight and again about half-past ten. 
The possible period of the car’s presence covers these times. 
But you would expect a shabby gentleman to tour the country- 
side іп a large car?” - і ur 
“I don’t think there's апу real objection in that," the 
Superintendent replied. “ Не might have pinched it. Or he 
` might merely have been wearing a ‘shabby overcoat because 
he didn't like thé look of the weather. I tell you what I've 
been wondering. Were Mr. Runcorn and the shabby gentle- 
БЕ өз A Fo ccc Me rnt Mis 
. 4 Suppose that's possible,” said Arnold thoughtfully. “ 
Vowell has only the vaguest idea what the shabby gentleman 
looked like. . But you'd have thought she'd-have noticed that 
the voices, sounded, the same.«aHaweveryvthené'aino veertainty 
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that.she would. What do you think, Merrion ? > 
“I shouldn't attach too much weight to a person recognising 
a voice they had only heard once before," Merrion replied. 


` “ But there's one point about it that occurs to me. If the 


‘shabby gentleman had been Runcorn, would he have asked 
Sutton where Mr. Westerby lived? Runcorn knew that already, 
as he had found his way here that morning.” 

"'There's something in that, Mr. Merrion,” said the 
Superintendent approvingly. ''But it isn't conclusive. He 
may have asked the question for the purpose of producing the 
impression that he was a complete stranger." : 

“ І don't quite know. what to make of it,” said Arnold after a 


pause. “ Are we to assume that the car, the shabby gentleman : 


and Mr. Westerby’s disappearance are all part of the same 
story If so, how does it hang together?” 

- “ Something like this, I suppose,” the Superintendent replied. 
“The shabby gentleman arrives here in the car somewhere 
between seven and gight. He parks the car down by the river 
and walks up here. And that again suggests that he wasn't 
a complete strangers to the village. If he had been, it is most 
unlikely that he would have found that particular parking 
place, especially at night. There's no sign at the cross-roads 
“То the car-park ' or anything like that. 

“ We don't know what he did after his first visit, when he was 
told that Mr. Westerby was not at home. Mrs. Vowell didn't 
téll him where Mr. Westerby was to be found, you notice. 
Probably she thought, quite rightly, that it wasn't her business. 
Quite possibly he went back to the car and sat in it for a time. 
There's not much else he could have done unless he went into 
The Pelican. And he didn't do that, for Norris has told us 
that he saw no strangers iû his bar. Then between ten and 
half-past he left the car and walked up here again, only to be 
disappointed for a:second time. | . " : 

“The rest of the story, as far as І am concerned, is sheer 
guesswork. 'After he left here the second time, he met Mr. 
Westerby on his way home. They had some conversation, 
which resulted in the shabby.gentleman persuading Mr. Wes- 


terby to go back to the car with him. Amd the only plausible 


sequel is that they drove away іп it together.” А : 
“It's a jolly good idea, if you don't mind my saying so, 
Superintendent,” said Merrion. “ But I noticed just now that 


it took us exactly ten minutes to walk here-from The Pelican, | 


and we weren’t hurrying. We may suppose that Mr. Westerby 
would have taken no longer to cover the distance. How was 
it that it was after half-past ten when the shabby gentleman. 


met him оп Ње wayhome?" . . қ 
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* Y think that can be explained,” the Superintendent replied. 
¬“ Perhaps after Mr. Westerby, had left The Pelican he thought 
he heard that owl of his. He walked straight on past the cross- 
roads for some little distance, listening for it. Failing to hear 
it again he turned back, and it was then that the shabby gentle- 
man met him.” s 
Merrion smiled. “ You've got an answer to all my objec- 
tions,” he said. ‘ But this happened four.days ago. How is 
it that Mr. Westerby has made no sign since then ? " 
* You've got to remember that from all we've heard, Mr. 
, Westerby is a person of sudden impulse," Arnold teplied. 
“ Suppose that the shabby gentleman had come to him with a 
that he had seem a dodo іп Pembrokeshire, and if Mr. 
Westerby liked to come with him he could show dim the nest. 
He'd have gone right enough, by all accounts." xot rd 
. “By which theory Mr. Westerby is now in Pembrokéshire, 


studying the habits of the dodo,” said Merrion. “It’s ап” 


alluring thought, certainly. And I suppose if. you substitute 
some other.bird for the dodo, which is reputed to be extinct, 
_it’s-possible,” TT 
“cT think it's time we sent out an S О S.,” the Superinten- 
dent remarked. “I’ve jotted down a description of 


Westerby, obtained from people who knew him well, like Mrs.: 


Vowel and Norris. Short, slight and well-built, Rather 
sharp features with a prominent nose and chin. Fresh com- 
* plexion, blue eyes, and light hair beginning to turn grey. And 


we know what clothes he was wearing when he left The Pelican. | 


Brown brogue shoes, grey flannel trousers, a brown pullover 
and a well-worn loose brown coat. No overcoat, for the one he 
brought with.him is hanging in the hall here now. And on his 
head a grey felt hat, apparently nearly new." 

` Arnold nodded. “That’s comprehensive enough." he said. 
* But the trouble with a verbal description is that it always 
applies to so many people. And one always has to reckon 
with the possibility of a case of lost memory.” 

* Yes and there ere other possibility to be reckoned with 
as well,” the Superintendent replied. “I'll admit that at first 
I didn’t take this business very seriously. Almost the -first 
thing I heard about Mr. Westerby was that he was in the 
habit of taking himself off at a moment's notice without saying 
anything to any one. But now Im beginning to wonder 
whether he was murdered for the sake of the money he was 


g^. зЗ 
Arnold nodded. “ Yes, I know,” he replied gravely. “ But 


what about the body?” .. } 


^ Perhaps that's ny Bess the н-к in pef, tho, бірргіпе 
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tendent replied. “The body may have been driven to some 
place a considerable distance from here. Such a Spot as a dis-^ 
used quarry, for instance." . 

“ Моша that be necessary?” Merrion asked, “Do you 
mind if I attempt a variation of your story, Superintendent ? " 

“ Not іп the least," the Superintendent replied, “Т warned 
you before I told it that it was'sheer guesswork,” 

“Then Ill stick to your version up to the time that the 
shabby gentleman met Mr, Westerby on his way home," But - 
before I go on, I want a few more particulars. . When Tom 
saw the car Standing by the riverside, were its lights on ? " 

“Tom says they were all turned off. He only noticed the , 
car by the light of his torch being reflected from the window.” 

“I see. Phe next question is; how did Мг, Westerby find 
his way to and from The Pelican on a dark night ? " 

; ke Tom, he always carries a torch. Norris saw it in his 
Г ` hand as he left the pub on Wednesday night,” - 

"I wonder if the shabby gentleman carried a torch, too? | 
I rather expect he did. Anyway, he met Mr. Westerby and 
in some way recognised him -in spite of the darkness. He 
accosted him and told some yarn which induced Mr. Westerby 
to walk down to the car with him.. I hate abandoning Arnold's 
fascinating theory of the dodo. Perhaps the shabby gentleman 
didn’t say that he had seen one in Pembrokeshire. He may 

have said that he had run over it on the road and had the body . 

. inis car for Mr. Westerby's inspection. 

22 “Now, it seems to me, speaking as ап amateur, that thct 
open space by the riverside is an ideal spot for murder. Nobody 
| lives near it, with the exception of Steadfast and his companions; 
| Neither Mr. Westerby nor the shabby gentlentan can have known 
| that Tom's anxiety for Steadfast would bring him down the road 
| after dark. And, the murder successfully accomplished, the 
| river would serve admirably for the disposal of thébody."( — . 
255 The Superintendent frowned. “That’s rather a disturbing 
| . thought, Mr. Merrion,” he said. “I'll take the possibility info 
consideration, you may be sure of that. Now I don't know 
| what your plans are, Inspector, I should like you to stay in 
| the neighbourhood, of course ; I сап put you up at Gainsborough 
. апа let you have a car for your own use.” ў 
| ı Merrion caught Arnold's glance and replied to it promptly, 
“ That relieves me of all further responsibility for you," he said. 
“ I shall drive back to London and leave you tb your own devices; 
Hunting for vanished gentlemen in Noyember is hardly my 
| notion of a pleasant recreation. But I should very much like 
| . fo have a look at that road leading down to the river beforé 
0 » . ye» ime j 
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A FEW minutes later the three of them left The Old Cottage 
‘and walked:down to the spot where Tom had seen the cars 
standing. By now the light was fading fast and a thin mist 
from: the river was creeping steadily up towards the village. 
The. muffled stamping of hoofs indicated the stable as they 
‘passed it. ) 

"The-prospect from the river bank was dreary enough. The 
open space of which the Superintendent had spoken, was perhaps 
thirty yards wide and had at some. time been surfaced with 
‘rough stones. But these had long ago been worn into pot-holes, 
now full of muddy water. -At the extremity of the space, a 
‘single post, rotten. and leaning, was all that ‘remained of the 
steps that had led down to the water. Between these,«three 
tor four feet below ground level, the river, turbid with its rich 
„warp, flowed sluggishly. А 


Merrion: shivered.: “It’s even more idecl than imagined,” 


‘he remarked. -Then pointing to a black two-seater standing 
‘at the side of the road. ‘‘ That's your car, I suppose Superin- 
tendent?" ТОЗ : : x -s 
i уез, апа I left it just about where the other .car was 
‘standing when Tom saw it,” the Superintendent replied. “ It’s 
‘getting too dark to do very much more to-night. Can I give 
you a lift back to The Pelican, Mr. Merrion ? " F 

“No thanks, I can walk as far as that,” said Merrion. “ГІ 
wish you both good hunting. Look me up when you get back 
to London, won't you, Arnold? That is, if I’m still there.” 
. He went back to The Pelican, where he had left his саг, and 
drove: back to London in leisurely, fashion, stopping for dinner 
оп the way. And as he sat in front of the fire in his rooms 


that evening, he felt convinced that John Westerby had been, 


murdered. ¬ . 

. "Perhaps his conviction was inspired by that lonely space 
ой the bank of the dark river. For, logically, there was no 
proof that га: crime had been committed.- Mr. Westerby had 
disappeared, certainly.. But then he was in the habit of dis- 
‘appearing. He had had two visitors on the day of his dis- 
foppeatance. With the first he had apparently quarrelled 
violently, and the second had become abusive upon being told 
for the second time that he was not at home. But, after all, 

the sequel to a display of ill feeling is not necessarily murder. 
On the other hand, the shabby gentlemen could only be 
egarded with suspicion: : ‘Mrs. Vowell, with the ready percep- 
‘tion of her class, hadn't-liked the looks.of him. And he had 
refused t) Rive RiP ha tite or оган Ө ms basin tesion Dheshabby 
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gentleman was certainly a promising toundation upon which 


to build a theory. But there were objections to the hypothesis | 
that he went to Slinton with» the deliberate intention of^ 
waylaying Mr. Westerby and murdering him. Had this been the 
object of his visit he would hardly have gone out of his way to 
attract the attention of the village constable, of all people. Мог, 
one might suppose, would he have called at: the victim's house.. 
The alternative was an unpremeditated murder, suggested by 
his meeting with his victim in the dark. fe 
Something might be made of that idea, ‘Merrion thought. 
The shabby gentleman had come.to Slinton with the intention 
of extorting money from Mr. Westerby on some. ‘pretext or 
other. Being a stranger to the place he asked the first person . 
he met where Mr. Westerby lived. This happened to be:the 
village constable, but since:the shabby gentleman had at that. 
time»no guilty intention; the’ encounter did not worry him. 
He walked to The Old Cottage only to: find: that its occupant 
was out. Mer gno с Сыр 
Disappointing for him, certainly. But it was only-a tempo- 
rary rebuff. Mrs. Vowell had told him that her master would 
probably be at home soon after ten o'clock. So he called again, 
and when he was told that Mr. Westerby had not come-home, 
his feelings got the better of him. It was in no placid frame | 
of mind that he left the cottage for the second time. . - . . 
Then he met Мг. Westerby somewhere in the neighbourhood 
of the cross-roads, and undoubtedly recognised him. One 
could guess what passed between them. The shabby gentleman 
asked for money—Mr. Westerby refused. --Infuriated- by this; 
the shabby gentleman struck him with something hard and 
‘heavy. Мг. Westerby* collapsed, and the other secüred his 
wallet. But in doing so he discovered tha? he had struck too 
hard and that Mr. Westerby was dead. Alternatively, he 
had. intended to ЕШ him, on the principle that dead:men tell 
no tales. In either case he had pitched the body into the river. 
It was probable that this would eventually be recovered some- 
where between Slinton and Spurn Head. : b MEA 
Merrion felt distinctly pleased with himself:. He had outlined 
the crime as soon as Arnold had given him-the facts. It only 
remained for his painstaking friend to prove the theory step 
by step. PU p.c : 4 52! е 
- УВ on second thoughts, there was one other thing. The 
identity of the shabby gentleman. That was a matter in which 
Arnold -would certainly be interested. In his satisfaction at - 
having evolved the mechanism of the crime, Merrion -had, for 
the moment, lost sight of the further problem of. discovering 
its perpetrator. .Well, since his imagination was working so 
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fruitfully, he would tackle that before he went to bed. 4 
„` What data was there to go проп? The shabby gentleman i 
‘was а stranger to Slinton. He had arrived there in a car which г 

hé might either have stolen or acquired lawfully. He knew | 

"Mr. Westerby well enough to be able to recognise him on a 

dark night. He also knew that his victim was wealthy and | | 

"was in the habit of carrying а considerable sum of money in ` ^ 

his wallet. He would hardly have undertaken the journey 
unless he had had some hope, however remote, of its success. 
‘He must, therefore, have had some claim, real or imaginary, 
upon Mr. Westerby’s generosity. e 
-Merrion's fist smote the table beside him so violently that 
he upset thé glass of whisky and soda that was standing on it. | 
“Fell!” he muttered. “That's the price ef a sudden | 
inspiration: Lucky the glass isn’t broken. Eh, what's that ? " | 
< He looked up as the door opened noiselessly and NeWport | 
appeared. i 
- “I beg your.pardon, sir, did you call? » he asked. “I 
‘thought I heard ——" 7 > 
«оп did,” Merrion replied. “You heard the thunder | 
accompanying a lightning flash of my imagination. Now | 
run along to bed, there's a good chap. You needn't bother } 
· to mop that up now. Can't you see I'm busy thinking ? ” | 
“Very good, sir,” Newport replied. “ Will you require E 
anything before I go?” А aes 
3 A Only to be left in peace. Good-night and pleasant dreams | 
о you. 3 MESS : | 
“ Good-night, sir.” ' . З : 
The door closed behind Newport, and Merrion sank back 
once more into his chair to contemplate the idea which had 
come to him so abruptly. A claim upon Mr. Westerby’s 
generosity! That, of course, was the essential clue. Who, | 
among the people composing Mr. Westerby’s circle, had such | 
aclaim? That good-for-nothing brother-in-law of his, of course. 
: He was the man, obviously. The incident of the silver | 
. Spoons was a sufficient indication of his character. From | 
stealing plate to robbery with violence was only a step downwards | 

into the gulf of crime. He had probably not intended to kill . 

his benefactor, on the score of policy rather than affection. | 

And here another wave of inspiration coursed through Merrion’s 

brain. Unless he expected to benefit pretty considerably by | 
Well that wasn’ = 1 
- Well that wasn't by any means impossible. Mr. Westerby 
might well have left this chap—what vds his name—Horstead, ` 
George Horstead, something in his will. He was his brotherrin- — ” 
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would have seen, in the circumstances of his meeting with Mr. 
Westerby, an opportunity of cashing in on his expectations. 
‘Neat, devilish neat! But htld on a minute. The very” 
objection that Merrion himself had raised to Arnold's theory 
of Moreling's guilt applied in his case, too. Horstead would 
have to produce Mr. Westerby's body before he. could inherit 
any share of his wealth.  . : 3 
But the two cases were not exactly parallel, after all. , If 
-Moreling had killed his employer, the body must have remained 
in the Godstone Street house, for he would hardly have ventured 
to carry it through the streets of London. Its discovery there 
would be convincing proof of his guilt. But Horstead had no 
. such difficulty to face. He had thrown the body into the river, 
and the current had carried it away. Wherever it might be 
found, its discovery would not of itself throw suspicion upon 
Hors?ead. ; S E 
And he was gambling, no doubt, upon the practical certainty 
that it would be found. A body thrown into a river almost 


always turned up." Days or possibly weeks after the event. ' 


When this particular body turned up, it would be identifiable 
as that of Mr. Westerby, and Horstead would earn.the reward 
of his crime. There would, on the other hand, be nothing 
whatever to connect him with it. 4%; ; 
There was the solution, complete and entirely satisfactory. 
Arnold's course was now perfectly clear. Не had only to trace 
Horstead and charge him with the murder. But perhaps, on 
second thoughts, that might be going a little too fast; It was 
rather a ticklish business preferring a charge of murder with 
‚ no body to support it. Better wait until the body turned up, 
as it was fairly certain tô. No doubt by this time it was drifting 
up and down with the tide somewhere in the Humber, Some 
fisherman would come across it, surely enough. 
. Atlength Merrion went to bed, to wake up on.Monday morning 
in such a state of elation that he could not rest pon his laurels. 


Immediately he had breakfasted he called a taxi and drove - 


to No. 9 Godstone Street. Moreling appeared in answer Чо 
his ring and, without waiting to be questioned, gave what was 
obviously a stereotyped reply. 5 ФУ; 
“Мг, Westerby has not yet returned home, sir."' 
‚ `“ Yes, I know,” Merrion replied. “Tm a friend of Inspector 
Arnold who called to.see you the other evening. You spoke 
` to him. about Mr. Westerby’s brother-in-law, Mr. Horstead. 
He’s anxious to get in touch with him and asked me to get his 
` address from you.” : 
. “Im very sorry, sir, but I’m not aware of it. But Мг; 
Horstead called here himself yesterday.” t ` 
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“Че called here yesterday!” Merrion repeated in utter: 
.amazement. “But man alive, why didn't you send for the 
nearest ‘policeman ? ” oes { 

«Т have had no instructions to that effect, either from Mr. 
Westerby or the Inspector,” Moreling replied stiffly. “ If you 
are referring to the incident of the silver spoons, it has been 
agreed that no action is to be taken in the matter without Mr. 
Westerby’s approval.” — ^ ae 

“Qh, damn the silver spoons!” Merrion exclaimed. 
"Don’t you see——?. No, of course, you don’t. Sorry, 
Moreling, I’m the idiot, not you. I humbly apologise for making 
such an ass of myself. Do you think I might come in? 
I’m not particularly anxious to stand taking on the doorstep.” 

" Certainly, sir," Moreling replied rather more graciously; 
“Таш happy to oblige a friend of the Inspector's." 

“Thanks very much," said Merrion as һе stepped into the 

“hall. `“ My name's Merrion, by the way. You say that Mr. 
Horstead called here yesterday ? I'm sure the Inspector will: . 
‚ be interested to hear that." i 

“Tt was soon after eleven o'clock yesterday morning, sir. 
I heard а ring at the bell and came to see who it was. And 
as soon as I opened the door I saw it was Mr. Horstead. He 
looked in a pretty bad way, if you'll excuse my mentioning it, 
sir. He had on a shabby old overcoat and his shoes were in а 
terrible state. I felt quite sorry for him. But I wasn't going 
to let him into the house after what happened last time." 

“ Quite right,” Merrion replied. “ He sounds a very slippery 
customer, this Mr. Horstead. What Ша һе want?" 

“He asked if Mr. Westerby was back yet, and I said no. In 
fact, I went so far as to tell him that Mr. Westerby hadn't been . 
seen since Thursday evening. There was no harm in that, I 
hope, sir?” ; : 

“Harm? No. I have an idea that it wasn’t news to him. 
What did he sey when you told him that ? '" ; 

* Well, sir, he didn't say anything, but he looked a bit taken 
aback. He asked me if I was quite sure of the day, that it 
had been Thursday when Mr. Westerby had last been seen. . 
And I told him that was right according to my information.” 

A Did he зау anything else? "^ · : 

. “Well, yes, sir. He said that although I wouldn't let him 
into the house, perhaps I would lend him a quid. He said 
he was in temporary difficulties, for it being Sunday, the banks 
weren't open, and he couldn't cash a cheque. Just like his sauce, 
if you'll pardon me, sir. There hasn't been a bank that would 
Tonne his aque this long time. ` And he said that, of course, 
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Merrion smiled. "I rather fancy that you weren't having 
"T wasn’t, sir. I told him that, he'd better try somewhere 
else; And then I shut the door in his face before he had time 


` to give me any. more of his cheek.” 


“ І somehow don't think he'll call again," said Merrion. 

* Well, thanks very niuch for what you've told me, Moreling. 
The Inspector is away for a day or two, but I expect you'll 
see him again before very long. Good-morning.” 

Merrion walked the greater part of the way home. to. St. 
James’s, debating in. his mind the significance of this latest 
development. Obviously Horstead had not called at Godstone 
Street. without some definite purpose. He knew better than“ 
any one that he would not find Мг. Westerby there. From 
previous experience he would have known the futility of trying 
to touc» Moreling.for a quid. What then had his object been? |. 

The surest way to discover a criminal's motive.was to put . 
oneself in his shoes. To begin with,.Horstead must be perfectly . 
satisfied that no suspicion attached to him. Не had probably . 
spoken to only two people at Slinton, Sutton and Mrs. Vowell, 


-and neither of these knew him. There was nothing whatever 


beyond Merrion's own perspicacity to. connect him with the 
locality. He therefore felt perfectly safe for the present. But . 
how was he to ensure a continuance of that safety ? Obviously . 
by remaining true to his reputation. If he abruptly ceased 
sponging, people might begin to wonder. А 

Yes, that was it. In his anxiety to conceal his possession 
of Mr. Westerby’s wallet, he would assume an appearance of 
greater penury than ever. Hence the shabby overcoat and the 
deplorable state of his shoes. Curious that, regarding the 
former Moreling should have used exactly the same epithet . 
as Mrs. Vowell. : : 

That was one reason for Horstead's visit to Godstone Street. 
He wanted to present Moreling with a convincing picture of . 
distressed gentility. "But there was an additional reason. He - 
wanted news. Не wanted to know how much was known. of 
the circumstances of Mr. Westerby's disappearance, and what 
was being done about it. — T 

What Moreling had told’ him must have been pleasantly 
reassuring. Moreling had confined himself to the statement 
that Mr. Westerby had not been seen since the previous Thursday 
evening. He hadn't even said that the police were making 
inquiries. He must have come away from tlie interview. quite 
convinced that nobody had an inkling that he was in any -way 
concerned. be 


What would Horstead do next?. Merrion wondered, Pro- ` 


. CC-0. Digitized by eGangotri. Kamalakar Mishra Collection, Varanasi | 


42 MR. WESTERBY MISSING 


‘ably nothing. His e now was to lie low and exist upon 
the TET Mr. Westerby’s wallet. Sooner or later the 
body would be found and Mr. Westerby’s death would be 
formally established. When that happened Horstead would 
bob up again and claim his legacy. 


Was there any way of putting a spoke in his wheel at this | 


stage? There was the matter of the car, of course. It was 
incredible that any one in Horstead’s condition should be the 


legal owner of the vehicle. In all probability. he had borrowed - 


it without the owner’s permission in order to get to Slinton 
and back. It might be possible for the police.to charge him 
with the offence. - : и. 

^ But on second thoughts Merrion realised that this was rather 
too optimistic. Such a charge would simply not hold water. 
Even if the car could be identified, which was obviously im- 
possible, there was nothing whatever to connect Horstead with 


jt. The evidence was purely circumstantial. Horstead had: 


been the only strange man in Slinton that evening and mone 
. ofthe villagers could account for the presence of the car. The 
probability certainly suggested that one belonged to the other. 
But would any magistrate accept the assumption as proof that 


Horstead had stolen the car ? Certainly not, Merrion decided. . 
By.the time he had come to this conclusion, he had reached : 


home. As he entered his rooms, he glance fell upon the tele- 
phone. Should he put a trunk call through to Gainsborough 
and break it to Arnold that his problem was already solved ? 
He hesitated for a moment, then shook his head. Such an 
action would be essentially undramatic. He would lose his 
reward of seeing Arnold's incredulity turn gradually into con- 
viction. Besides, the Inspector was “always so infernally prac- 
- tical. He woulé ask what proef there was that the shabby 
gentleman had been Horstead. And as Merrion would, regret- 
fully have to admit, there was none. None at least that would 
appeal to the legal mind. : ' 
That was always the trouble with all problems connected 


ewith crime. It wasn't enough to achieve a brilliant solution, | 


. опе had to prove the solution axiomatically, step by step, like a 


proposition in Euclid. Merrion could only be thankful that that 
was Arnold's job and not his. ^ 


On the whole it would be better to wait until the Inspector , 


came back to London. There was always the risk-that he 

would hit upon the same solution as his own and claim all the 

. credit for it. But that couldn't be helped. And in any. case 
the real fun wouldn't begin until the body was found. 


- With this reflection Merrion turned to his own affairs, which :' 


for the last Couple of days had been sadly neglect 


ed, es 
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CHAPTER SIX 


Ir was not until two days later that Merrion had any further ” 
news of Arnold. Then, on the evening of Wednesday, Novem- 
ber xr5th, when he was dining alone in his rooms, Newport 
brought him the message that Inspector Arnold was on the 
telephone and would like to speak to him.  - 

The Inspector's voice, heard over the wire, sounded weary 
and disconsolate. “І thought I might as well ring up and see 
if you were at home," he said. “ I’ve just come back from Gains- ^ 
borough and I'm speaking from the Yard. Га like to come 
round and have a chat if you've no objection." х 5. 
<“ You know perfectly well that I shall be delighted,” Merrion 
replied. ‘Have you had anything to eat ? ” 

_“ Yes, that's all right, I had a meal on the train. ГІ be along 
straightaway." 

Merrion had barely finished his dinner when Arnold appeared ·. 
and ‘flung himself into his favourite chair. “ Well, here I am,” 
he said. “Ала I’m bound to confess that I know no more 
about Mr. Westerby's disappearance than I did a week ago." 

“That’s bad," said Merrion sympathetically. He poured 
out a stiff whisky and soda and handed it to his guest. “That'll 
buck you up," ће continued, cheerfully. “ And there's plenty 

. more where it came from. Now then, tell me all about it.” 

* There's precious little to tell,” said Arnold. “ After you 
had left us on Sunday, the Superintendent and I drove to Gains- 
borough where we went over the facts point by point. The 
next day I borrowed his car, went back to Slinton and made 
inquiries for myself. All the statements that had already 
been made to him were répeated.to me without any variation. | 
I couldn't find any flaw іп any of them. . ` 

- But I did manage to obtain one additional statement. I 
explored the road leading past The Old Cottage. You remember 
what the Superintendent said about it? It doesnt lead any- 
where ‘in particular but describes a sort of rough semi-circle 

* and comes back into the main road about a mile short of the 
village. There are three farms lying on it. I went into eaeh | 

of the farmhouses with what must have, sounded rather a 
futile question. Had any of the occupants seen or heard 
anything unusual on the previous Thursday night between: ten 
o'clock and midnight ?. In two cases I got the answer I might 
have expected. Everybody had been in bed, fast asleep and 

| Һай seen or heard nothing. But in the third case, the farmer 

` “himself had a piece of information for me. Оп that Thursday 
evening, a few minutes after ten, a car had driven along the 
road past his house from the direction of the cross-roads. He 
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hadn’t see the car itself, but only its lights. Не had particu- 
larly noticed it, for as a rule nothing uses the road at night.” 
“A few minutes after. ten," said Merrion thoughtfully. 
* Couldn't you pin him down any closer than that ? " 
“Т tried to, but I wasn't particularly successful. All he 
could say was that he had heard his grandfather clock strike 
беп a few minutes before. He was filling up his returns for 
the Milk Marketing Board at the time, and when he had finished. 
he went to bed. He glanced at the clock as he did so and it 
was then just half-past ten. He is pretty certain that when 
he saw the lights of the car it cannot have been later than a 
quarter past.” AE 
Merrion frowned. “That’s rather disconcerting.” he said. 
.''Your farmer friend is quite certain that the car was coming 
from the cross-roads, that is to say that it had already passed 
The Old Cottage when it reached him ? Pene e 2 
* Quite certain. He was sitting in front of a window with 
the curtains only parily drawn and he could see the lights 
plainly. Then 1 asked him how he remembered: so clearly 
that it was Thursday fhat the incident had happened. He 
replied that he knew it had been Thursday evening that he 
had filled up the returns. Now the question is, was that the 
car that Tom the wagoner saw standing by the riverside ? 
' “The next step was to check up all the local cars. - Fortuna- 
tely there aren't many of them. The only one that was out 
that night belonged apparently to ‘the local butcher." He had 


taken his wife to the pictures at Gainsborough and got back . 


between ten and eleven. · Виї he had: not used the road past. 
The Old Cottage which, by the way, is locally known as Ryder's 
тае „Не had no occasion to." о 
errion nodded. “Nor had any one else, I gather, unless 
they had business at one of the Жо ог farms that lie on it." 
“ That’s just it,” Arnold replied. “ It’s just a loop off the 
ge road, and in places it's uncomfortably narrow far a cat. 
No through ‘traffic would use it in preference to: the main road 
ue шае was some reason for wanting to avoid the village 
* The only motive for avoiding the villa r uld be a 
desire not to be сеей,”” Merrion сы қ ее na SCC EOM 
pun Arnold replied. “Now by eliminating through 
pac and locally-owned cars, it looks very much 45 
gh the car whose lights were seen by the farmer was the 
оде ры had previously been seen by Тош. Оп the other hand, 
ae abby gentleman’s second visit to The Old Cottage took 
P at half-past ten. I questioned. Mrs. Vowell on that 


in Um e ` д uy 
Point OEE end gres again She ingit (bab ip certam wasnt | 


` 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


22 


МЕ. WESTERBY MISSING 45 


before half-past ten and may have been a minute or two later. 
And she is quite certain that there was no car standing outside 
the gate when he called. Even if the lights had been switched 
off, she'd have heard it when it started again." > 

“Най she seen or heard а car previously ? ” Merrion asked. 

‚ “I asked her that question and as usual got an inconclusive 
reply. From ten o’clock until just. before the shabby gentle- 
man's second visit, she was in the kitchen at the back of the ' 
house listening to the wireless. She couldn’t have seen the 
lights of a car ffom there, and it is doubtful, with the wireless 
going full blast, whether she would have heard one.” | 

Merrion shook his head. “ Тһеге5 something wrong some-~ ` 
where. I rather suspect that the farmer’s grandfather clock 
was slow.” * : as 

“Т swegested that, and he was very indignant. Не told me 


' it had been in the family for centuries and had never been 


known to gain or lose a minute in a week. And I’m bound to 


‘say that when I compared it with my watch it was perfectly 


correct." 

* Well, then, there's another explanation," said Merrion. 
“The shabby gentleman drove past the farm, left the car with 
its lights out by the side of the road a little farther on and 
walked back to The Old Cottage.” (574727 

* That’s the conclusion that the Superintendent and I came 
to,” Arndld replied. “Though why he should have done 50 
passes both our .comprehensions.” ` 


„ “You'll probably find out when you lay hands upon him. 


Do I gather that you have no further news of Mr. Westerby, 
alive or dead ? ” D ” 

: None whatever. I don’t mind telling you that the Superin- 
tendent was very much impressed with your theory that he 
had been КпосКей оп the head and thrown into the river. He's 
of the opinion that if this had happened the body would have 
drifted with the current and would be now be soméwhere in the 
Humber estuary. He's offered a reward, and, from what I can. 


. gather, everybody who owns anything that will float is busy 


looking for it. But we haven't stopped at that. To begin 


` with, we got the B.B.C. tà broadcast ап” SO S message. I 


_ dare say you heard it.” й 2 қ 
', “т didn’t,” Merrion replied. “I dare say Newport did, 


he's more of a wireless fan than I am. What other measures | 
have you taken?" ERIS 

-* We've circulated a description’ to every police station in 
the country. Your suggestion of the river is all very well, 
but there are other possibilities to consider. Mr. Westerby 


may алыл атысты ns hers. Been pissing o г nearly, a week 
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* So am I,” Merrion replied. * In fact, I’m willing to bet 
you a hundred to one that he’s dead. And I'd offer you almost 


Arnold, who had been lounging wearily in his chair, started 
bolt upright. “ What's that ?” he demanded. ‘i 
«І say that I’m pretty certain who murdered Mr. Westerby. 


* Sure that you don't mean that your drink upset your 
.enthusiasm ? You've got a theory, I suppose ? All imagina- 
tion and no facts, as usual. Let's hear it." | i 
«Та like to ask you a question or two first, Merrion replied. 
quietly. “Have you made any inquiries about Mr. Pe 
Runcorn ? " ; 
‘Yes, we have, or rather we got the Northumberland Police 
to make them for us. This is what they reported. Mr. Run- 
corn left his home, Brixem Hall, after breakfast on Wednesday 
the 8th. He was alone and driving one of his cars, à big blue 
Wolseley saloon. His intention was to stay in York, where he 
had business, on Wednesday night. He was going on to London 
next day, where he proposed to spend Thursday night. He 
was going to leave the car at the Wolseley depot for overhaul. 


On Friday he was going by train to Southampton tor catch а 


steamer sailing for the West Indies.” 


* Is there any evidence that he did actually sail on Friday?" , 


Merrion asked. 


“There is," Arnold replied. “ Mrs, Runcorn had a Marconi- ` 


gram from him gated from the-S.S. Amaranth at sea, 7 p.m. 


. Friday roth. The owners of the Amaranth report that she. 


left Southampton at 6 p.m. on Friday, ana that Mr. Runcorn. 
had booked a cabin in her over a month ago.” 

* Well, that’s good enough, I suppose," said Merrion. ‘ “ So: 
Mr. Runcorn was to drive from York to London on Thursday, 
was he? Well, Slinton would’nt be very far out of his way- 
Did he tell any of his family, or any one else for that matter, 
that he meant to call upon Mr. Westerby eh route ? "' 


“Not so far as we know. Presumably the telegram that. 


Mr. Westerby received from him on Thursday „morning Was 


sent off from York before he started . Which rather suggests: 
. a sudden resolve on his part.” ASI ws 
* Perhaps it does," Merrions replied. “ At all events I don't 
think we need consider Mr. Runcorn for the present. Now 


listen. while I tell you my theory.” 
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concluded by giving an account of his visit to Godstone Street. 
on the previous Monday morning. “ And what do you think 
of that?" he asked proudly. ° An 

Arnold filled his pipe with.extreme deliberation before he 
replied. “It’s possible, of course. Horstead from all accounts, 
is a thoroughly bad hat. But he wouldn't have murdered Mr. 
Westerby unless he knew that he would benefit under his will. 
It all hangs on that.” 
` “Not. necessarily," said Merrion. “ There's always the: 
alternative that he didn’t mean to kill him, only to knock him. 
out. But having made the silly mistake of hitting too hard, 
ke, thought it best to throw the body into the river for his own 
safety.” en 

“You're always harping upon that confounded river," - 
exclaimed Arnold with a touch of irritation. “ What makes 
you so cocksure that the body was thrown into it ? ” 

“The fact that it was the most convenient way of disposing: 
of it," Merrion replied. 

«І dare say it was. But, as you said yourself, bodies thrown 
into a river have a way of turning of again.” 

“If Horstead had expectations under Mr. Westerby’s will, 


' he'd want the body, to turn up again. But, apart from that,... 


what else could he have done with it?” 

“ Carried it away in the car and dumped it somewhere else,’ 
Arnold replied. 

But Merrion shook his head. “ Remember what your farmer 
friend told you. The car must have been at least a mile away 
from the cross-roads at the time that Horstead met his brother- . 
in-law. Mr. Westerby may have been -less than average size,. 
but he can’t have weighed much under nine, stone. - You'll 
agree to that ? ” TO А 

“ What’s- his weight got to do with й?” Arnold demanded. 

“ері explain. We've got to try to visualise that meeting 
between the two.. Мг. Westerby carried a torch and he is 
‘bound to have recognised Horstead when he accosted him. _ 

“Тһе meeting must have taken place somewhere between The- 

Old Cottage and the cross-roads. Would Mr. Westerby have 
consented to go for a midnight. walk with Horstead ? After the 
incident of the silver spoons, I very much doubt it.. The 
assault, then, must have taken place within a few yards at 
most of the meeting place. \ PCT : 

“Now а body, weighing nine stone is а confoundedly awk-. 
ward thing to carry. Yet you're suggesting that Mr. Horstead 
transported it at least a mile to where he had left the car. I'm. 

"inclined to think that's hardly possible. On the other hand,- 
he might have contrived to lug it two or three hundred yards. 
У . CC-0. Digitized by eGangotri. Kamalakar Mishra Collection, Varanasi 


48 MR. WESTERBY MISSING 


downhill to the river.” 7% 
“You have a wonderful gift for twisting the facts to’ suit 
your theory,” Arnold grumbled. “ Horstead may be the man, 
^m not denying that. But up to the present we've got no 
evidence that Mr. Westerby has been murdered.” 
<“ Exactly. There's still a faint chance that he'll return to 
his native haunts, I suppose. But meanwhile it wouldn’t be 
a bad plan to run Horstead to earth and have an eye kept upon 
him. You'll want to talk to him, when you do find the body, 
І expect.” : 
« Yes, I'll do that as a matter of routine. But what if Hors- 
- tead can prove conclusively that he wasn’t the shabby gentle- 
man?” 
“He hasn't, yet,” Merrion replied tersely. ^ 
“And I shan't ask him to for the present. He'd, best be 
allowed to think that he's not suspected. But if it does even- 
tually turn out that he was nowhere near Slinton that night, 
what about it?” : 
Merrion shrugged his shoulder. “ Am I expected to supply 
an alternative theory? Was the sole motive of the crime— 


always supposing that a crime has been committed—the theft _ 


of Mr. Westerby’s wallet and its contents э” 
<“ People have been murdered for considerably less than that,” 
Arnold replied sententiously. - Г 
“That's quite true. Then it is legitimate to suppose that 
the muderer was some casual stranger who happened to known 
of Mr. Westerby’s habits. Someone who had come across him 
during one of his previous visits to Slinton, perhaps. Someone 
who-lives not very far away, in fact.” E 
“The Superintendent is combing the countryside for people 
who can't give a satisfactory ассойпі of themselves that evening.” 
said Arnold. . e 
'“ Well, he may be lucky. Personally, I'm not vey struck on 
that particular motive, It seems to me far more likely that 
_ the criminal was someone who either benefited considerably . by 
‘Mr. Westerby's death or had a red-hot grievance against him.” 
. “ We don't know for certain who does benefit by his death," 
said Arnold. ozeling, is said to expect a legacy of a thousand 
pounds. There's a possibility that Horstead wil come in for 
something. And I suppose Мг. Westerby's nephew and niece 
have expectations. And as for the red-hot ‘grievances, there's 
always!Mr. Runtorn." à; : ; 
Merrion chuckled. * You've got plenty of work in front of 
: van уа. Wnes ver all these folks on Thursday еуешіпее 
have to sati ourself if^ ] 
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“I don't reject it," Arnold replied. “ I merely maintain 
that it is not the only possible one. I'm quite ready to interro- 
gate all these people if necessary.” 

“Including Mrs. Fenton, the impoverished wife of the in- 
surance agent," Merrion suggested. 

“Including her," Arnold replied. “ There is, I suppose the 
dim possibility that she put her husband up to the job.” o 

“Insurance: agents are by instinct more inclined to keep 
people alive than to kill them, I should have thought. Still, 
there's no harm in asking. 

Arnold finisbed his glass and stood up. “I’m glad to have 
had the chance of talking things over with you, he said. “I’m 
not going to flatter you by saying that you've made the situation 
clearer. But I'm grateful for that tip about Horstead, it's 
worth thinking over. And now, with your kind permission, 
I'm going home to bed." | 

Arnold spent rather a restless night, being unable.to put the 
problem out of his head. А straighforward murder .was all ' 
right. The body was literally staring you in the face and you 
could start your hunt for clues from that. But the case of Mr. 
Westerby was utterly unsatisfactory. He might have been 
murdered ; he might have met With an accident ; he might have 
committed suicide; or he might still be alive. With such a 
wide field to explore it was quite impossible to get down to 
brass tasks. And having formulated this mixed metaphor, 


_ Arnold ‘at last fell asleep. 


Next morning, soon after he arrived at Scotland Yard, he 
received a summons to the presence of the Assistant , Commis- 
sioner. “ Good-morning, Arnold,” said’ Sir Edric Conway, 
cheerfully. “ What have? you got. on just now ? " 

* Nothing much beyond that Westerby case, sir,” Arnold 
replied. 22 "And for the present that's only a matter of making 
"inquiries." 

“ Well, you'll have to hand it over to someope else. I’ve 
got an urgent job for you, and the people concerned want our 
help immediately. I haven't got full details, only the barest 
outline over the ele hone: It’s the old familiar story, human 
remains found in a box. I've arranged with the Home Office 
for Dr. Hallam, the pathologist, to go with you.” 

“ Very good, sir,” Arnold replied. “I can "start straight 
away. “Where were the remains found ? ”” 

“ Place called Brixem Hall, near Newcaste,"" Sir Edric replied. 
“ The house belongs to a Mr. Paul Runcorn.” 


LJ 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 


Here a car belonging to the Northumberland Police met them, 
and they were driven to Brixem Hall, a grey stone mansion 


situation. “I never would have believed that such a thing 
could happen on a gentleman's estate, sir," he said, addressing 
Arnold. "I've known Mr. Runcorn and his family ever since 
I’ve been stationed at Brixem and more respectable people 

ou couldn’t meet. And to think now” ^ : 

“Hold оп a minute, Sergeant,” Arnold interrupted. They 
were standing in the stable yard where the car had pulied up. 
. “What exactly has happened ? ” à 

“Perhaps you gentlemen would like to come and see for 
yourselves," Wethersett replied. “ Nothing's been touched 
since I first got here at nine o'clock this morning." 

“That's а good thing," said Arnold. “You found some 
human remains, I understand ? We'd better see them, I sup- 

se. That's what we came here for." 
Wethersett led them to.a door opening on to the yard which 
he unlocked with a key taken from his pocket. Immediately 
they entered they were conscious of a faint but nauseating 
smell The room was fitted with racks for holding harness but 
was otherwise empty, except for a large packing-case standing 
in the middle of the floor. The sergept pointed to this. - “It’s 
in there," he said mysteriously. : 

The packing-case was a solid wooden affair about three feet 


square and thirty inches deep. The top was not nailed to the ' 


body of the case, but secured by studs and nuts. This lid had 
been paintedewhite and on this light background was inscribed 
the address : * Pau] Runcorn, Ésq., Brixem Hall, Nr. New- 
castle.” Beneath this had been written in conspicious black 
letters the words, “ Statuary, with care.” ; 

* I put the lid back after I'd seen what was inside, sir," Wether- 
sett explained. “ The nuts are only screwed down hand-tight. 
TI very soon get them off again." 


He removed the nuts and lifted up the lid. Curled up inside ^ 


the case with his knees and chin touching was the fully-clothed 
body of a man. Such space as existed between the body and 
the sides of the box was packed tight with wood-shavings- 

Queer sort of statuary,” said Arnold. ^ Well, Sergeant. 
who found this body ?” : 
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“ Мг. Bowles, sir. Herang me up at nine o'clock this morning: 
and asked me if I could come along at once. He'd had a terrible 
shock, I could tell that by the way he spoke." са 

“ Nasty thing to run across so early in the day." Arnold 
agreed. “ Апа who is ‘this Mr. Bowles? " 

* He’s the butler, sir. He told me——" IDE Ju 

“ Never mind about that ; I'll hear what he's got to say: for 
himself. Well, doctor, what about it ? " А "us 

“ ГШ таке an examination straightaway,” Dr. Hallam replied. 
He turned to the sergeant. “ Сап you-get hold of a good big 
table of some Kind ? " , Ў 

"Il see what can be done, sir," Wethersett replied. “I. 
expect they'll be able to find one up at the Hall.” 

“If you're going up to the Hall you might tell the butler that 
I should like to. see him,” said Arnold. “ He'll help you carry 
the table down here, I expect." -. 

The sergeant went off and Arnold inspected the packing- 
case for a second time. ED 

“ I've come across some queer things in my time,” he said 
reflectively. “ But this is the queerest by a very long way.” 

The pathologist grunted. “ It's not the first time that a body 
has been hidden in a box.” he replied. - БА E 
` “I know that. But how did this particular body get into 

this particular box? You see, I know who the body belongs to.” 
“ Youamean that your recognise it ? ’ the pathologist asked. : 
“ Hardly that, for I've never seen the chap before. ` But the 
description of a man who disappeared in Lincolnshire last week 
exactly fits him. The clothes, especially. And. the owner of 
this place, Mr. Paul Runcorn, quarrelled with him a few kours ` 
before he disappeared.” : : е е 
“Well, that’s your affair,” said the pathologist, “ My job 
is to find out what he died of and how long ago. I'll be able to 
manage all right.in here. It’s getting dark, but I see there's 
electric light-laid on. As soon as Wethersett comes back with _ 


. the table: we'll get the body on to it and I'll set to work right . 


away. You don’t want to interview the butler in here, I hope ?” 

* No, I'll find somewhere else for that. I wonder how the 
dickens he came to find the body? You'd think his place was 
up at the house, not in the stáble yard." : 

This question was still unanswered when they heard the 
sound of approaching footsteps. Wethersett and a tall man 
in shirt sleeves appeared carrying a kitchen table between them. 
Under Dr. Hallam's directions they put the table down under 
the single electric light hanging from the ceiling. S 

“That'll do nicely,” ‘said the pathologist. “Now then, 


we've got to get the body out of the case and on to the table.” 
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Where can we talk without being interrupted?” ` 
“The best'place would be in my pantry up at the house,, 


They left Dr. Hallam to his task and walked up to the house 
together. Bowles’ pantry turned out to be „a very snug little 
i іпр"іп the grate. Arnold sat down 


. room with a bright fire burning 


beside it and motioned the butler to follow his example. “ Now 


then, Bowles, tell me all about it 
and ran his fingers through his 


," he said. The butler hesitated 
hair, as though he found some 


difficulty in complying with this.request. А 
* Well, the fact is, I'm so flummoxed I hardly know where 
. to begin," he replied. * When Yates had got those nuts off 


feather. It beats me how any 


‘harness room since last Friday, 


have knocked me down with a 
one could have got into the 
for the key's been in my pocket 


the whole time. That is, until I gave it to the sergeant this 


“put the key in your pocket ? "' 


“Well, sir, it was like this. Adayortwo before Mr. Runcorn 


* Well yes; sir, he did. He said he didn't want it unpacked : 


‘unless he was there-to see it properly done. He said that if 
Mrs. Runcorn or ће young ladies got messing about with it, 


һе?” 
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room. That’s never used, now that Mr. Runcorn has sold his. 
horses. They put it on the floor just where it's standing now 
and I locked the door and took the‘key.” *. Р 

* The case arrived on a lorry, you say? Do you know the 
men who brought ж?” i 

“ Yes, sir. They were two chaps who work for the Haynes’ 
Road Transport Company. Mr. Runcorn always employes 
them if he wants anything moved. He’s got shares in the 
company himself, I understand.” d 

* What made you open the case this morning?" _ 

* It was likerthis, sir. Yates, the chauffeur, spoke to me just 
after breakfast. Не sleeps upstairs above the harness room, 
And he said that for the last day or two he'd noticed a very, 
queer smell and couldn't make out where it came from. He 
thought there must be a dead rat somewhere but he couldn't 
find it? And he wondered whether it could be in the harness 
room. : . ң 

“I said we'd very soon find out, and I went down to the yard 
with him, taking the key with me. I unlocked the harness 
room door. and Yates and I went in together. And I’m bound 
to say there was a very queer smell. Yates said it was worse 
than it was upstairs. But we hunted round everywhere and 
couldn’t find any sign of a dead rat. And then Yates said that 
the smell seemed to come from the packing-case that was stand- 
ing there. ҚҰТЫ Я 2 

“Well, of course, I couldn't make that out at all The . 
packing-case was just the same as when it came. As I told 


 Yetes nobody could have interfered with it for I'd had the 


key of the harness room all the time. But all the same there 


- wasn't any doubt that that was where the smell came froin. 


* Yt,was Yates who put me up to it. He Had a look at the 
case and saw that the lid wasn't nailed down, only secured by 
four nuts. He said that it wouldn't take long to unscrew the 
nuts and have a look inside. And then if we didn't find any- 
thing wrong we could easily put the nuts back again and nobody 
would ever know the case had been opened. i 8:24 

“Т didn’t altogether like it, for І knew that Mr. Runcorn 
wouldn’t approve if he got to hear anything. However, as 
Yates kept saying, he’d never know if we put things back exactly 
as we found them. So, in the end, Yates fetched a spanner 
from the garage and we got the lid off. And when we saw 
what was inside we had the shock of our lives, I can tell you 
that.” ; 

“Yes, I dare say you did," Arnold remarked. “ What did 
you do about it?” ' ; 
“ We just laid the lid back loose then came out of the harness 
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room and I locked the оог. Then I came up here and. tele- 
phoned to the sergeant. As it happened he'd been up here a 
day or two before asking where Mr. Runcorn was. I told him 
what I'd found and he said he'd come along at once." 

“ Have you told any one else about your discovery ? "' 

«Т told Mrs. Runcorn, sir. She'd have been bound to ask 
what.the police were doing about the place. And, naturally, 
she was very much. upset." 

“ Yes, it is a bit upsetting,” said Arnold. * Now about the 
harness room key, Bowles. You say you carried it in your 
pocket ever since you locked the place up on friday. When 
you were up and dressed in the daytime, you. mean ? What 
did you do with it at night ? " 


“Put it on the mantelpiece in my room, sir.’ And that's , 


right up on top of the house." ы 
- ^* Is there more than one key to the harness room door * e 
Bowles shook his head. “ Not that-I know of, sir.” 
. “Where was the key kept before you took it away ? 5А 
“J don't think it was kept anywhere in particular, sir. I 
.found it in the lock. I expect it's been there ever since the 
harness was taken away.: There'd be no point in putting it 
away anywhere when the room was empty." 
: 19 То: һе best of your knowledge the key has been in the lock 
for a considerable time? Then any one about the place could 
have borrowed it and had another one cut from it? " .« ў 
“Yes, sir, I suppose that's so," the butler replied. “ But 
what would they have done that for? They couldn’t have 
told that the box was going to be put in there ? ” i 
“ Who suggested the harness room:as a handy place in which 
to put it? Arnold asked. 3 
“Tt was Mr. Runcorn-himself, sir, when he was telling me not 
to have the packing-case brought up to the house. He said 
there was plenty of room down at the stables. I could have the 
packing-case put in one of the loose boxes or in the harness 
room. But the loose boxes haven't got any locks, so I thought 
the harness room would be the,best.” = 
* Mr. Runcorn actually mentioned the harness room when 
-he Spoke to you ? ”, Ы . 
- “Yes, I'm certain he did, sir. Не said the harness room or 
one of the loose boxes. The packing-case would be out of the 


way of prying eyes, there. Women were so confoundedly . 


inquisitive that if they saw it they wouldn't be content until 
ty found out what was inside. Those were his very words, 


“Then Mrs. Runcorn, for instance, did not know that the 
figures were expected ? ” p : і 
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‘I’m sure she didn't, sir. When I told her this morning 
what Mr. Runcorn had said about the case she told me it was 
the first she'd heard of it." е : 

* When the case arrived on Friday morning you didn't tell 
Mrs. Runcorn about it.? " j à 

“ I thought, after what Mr. Runcorn had said, it was just as 
well not to, sir. - I arranged for the case to be put in the harness 
room without troubling Mrs. Runcorn about it.” 2 

* Did Mr. Runcorn tell you what day to expect the case’? ' 

EN sir, he said that it might come along any day. that 
week. e ; 3 

After some further questioning Arnold asked Bowles. where 
the chauffeur was to be found. It appeared that although he 
slept over the.harness room he had his meals in the servants’ 
hall and was probably there at that very moment having -his 
tea. This proved to be a fact, and Yates was summoned to 
the butler’s pantry. He confirmed Bowles’ statement in every 
respect. “ As soon as Mr. Bowles and I got into the harness 
zoom І could tell that the smell came from that packing-case."' 
he said. “It was pretty bad upstairs, but in the harness room | 
with the windows shut it was ten times worse."  . Se 

“ You knew the packing-case was there? " Arnold asked.. . 

* I can't say І did, sir. I was out with the car when it came 
and Mr. Bowles didn't mention it afterwards.’’. 

“ When did Mr. Runcorn leave here ? ” 

* On Wednesday of last week, sir. He took the big Wolseley 
with him and said he'd leave it at the London depot for overhaul." 

* What was the matter with the саг?” Arnold asked. 

“I don't know аё: еге was anything much the matter,” 
Yates replied. “ but Mr. Runcorn has had her for three years 
with nothing done to her bar decarbonising.^ It's about time 
she was taken down and looked over. And as Mr. Runcorn 
was going to be away for a month or so, it was a good opportunity 
to get the job done.” “ 

“I see. You've got other cars in the garage, I gather?” 

.. “Yes, sir, two. A Daimler, that Mrs. Runcorn uses mostly, 
and the Morris that the young ladies drive themselves.” Б 
Having dismissed Yates,.Arnold left the house and walked 


` down to the stables. It occurred to him that almost anything 


might happen in the stable yard unknown to the people in the 
house. A wide belt of trees separated the two, and the stables 
were approached, not by the' main drive, but buy a carriage- 
way branching off from it. ^c 
The stables had evidently been designed in the old days 
before cars were thought of. There was accommodation for .a 
dozen horses in stalls and loose boxes,-a big stone-flagged hall, 
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the harnéss room and a row of: coach-houses. Above these 
were the room in which Yates now slept and the capacious 
hayloft.. The block of buildings had: now been modernised, 
the coach-houses turned into garages, and electric light laid on. 
While Arnold was walking round the yard making these obser- 
vations, Dr. Hallam appeared from the ‘harness room smoking 
& cigarette. ; j fae 
* Oh, hallo, there you are, Inspector," he said. “ Гуе done 
about all I can for the present. But I've got something here 
that will interest you.” : 
' He produced a leather bootlace and handed it t6 Arnold. 
“There you are," he continued. “ That's what the poor 
chap died of." = 2 
“What do you mean?” Arnold asked. a, 
2 “I found it tied round his neck. So tightly that I had the 
devil of a job to untie it., The symptoms show that the cause 
of death was strangulation. Find the owner of that bootlace 
‘and you'll know who's responsible." à 
.. Arnold tore a sheet out of his notebook, wrapped the bootlace 
up in it, and put it in his pocket. , ' 
“ Thanks,” he said, “ anything else ? " 
«ТИ tell you that when I’ve made another examination by 


daylight in the morning.” the pathologist replied. * The light : 
in there isn’t any too good. But you've got something to go · 


on with anyway.” `. . 

“ Т want some more before I’ve finished for the night," Arnold 
replied. “ You didn’t go through the man's pockets, I suppose?” 

* No, that’s your job," the pathologist replied. “ Ате you 
going to take it on now?” қалау 

Arnold: nodded and disappeared into the harness room. 
With the body laid out on the tablé he found it easier to examine 
the clothing, which, as he found, corresponded exactly with the 
description he had been given. There could, of course, be no 
shadow of doubt that the body was that of Mr. Westerby. ! 


_ But a search of the dead man’s pockets produced no results | 


whatever. They were absolutely empty, but for a small pocket- 
knife which.had possibly been overlooked. There was no 
wallet containing no*es or even any small change. 

Arnold decided that the light was too bad for any detailed 
examination of the packing-case. He left the harness room 
and rejoined Dr. Hallam. 

„. Well,” said the latter, “ what аге we going to do about а 
night's lodging? І shall want to get back here first thing in 
the morning." TER ге ; 

So shall I,” Arnold replied. “ That local sergeant is hanging 
around, І saw him just now. We'd better ask his advice." 
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But Sergeant Wethersett shook his head when they suggested 
finding accommodation in the village itself. “I don’t know 
where you could go." he said. “ The local pub is only a beer- . 
house and they haven't any rooms to spare,- The best thing 
for me.to do would be to ring up the Superintendent at New- 
castle and get him to send a car out for you gentlemen: You 
could spend the night there and the car will bring you out 
again first thing in the morning.” =, `- 

“Good idea," Arnold replied. “ You can arrange for some- ` 
one to be on duty here, I expect. I don’t want anything distur- 
bed, you know.” = 

“I can manage that all right, sir," said Wethersett. “ The 
Superintendent said I could have an extra man If I wanted him. 
I'll ask him to send someone along in the car when it comes to 
fetch ypu.” Й ЕЕ 

It was after eight o'clock when Arnold andthe pathologist 
had installed themselves in a hotel at Newcastle.” After a 
hasty dinner Arnold went to the Central Police Station and 
introduced himself. His first request was to’ be allowed to use 
the telephone to give his instructions to Scotland Yard. 

Having been put through to his subordinate there, Arnold 
issued his instructions. 

“ Со to No. 9 Godstone Street, Kensington, straightaway,” 
he said. “ You'll find the caretaker there. His name is More- 
ling. Tell him we believe that his master's body has been found 
and we want him to identify it: Не can catch the 11.10 at 
King's Cross and get here at four o'clock to-morrow morning. 
I'll see to the rest. If he makes any objection to leaving the 
house unoccupied, tell him that you'll have а man ‘about the 
place until he comes back. Is that quite clear? —— 

The subordinate repeated tHe message and Arnold rang off. 

His next business was to make inquiries about the Haynes 
Road Transport Company. He was told that the Managing: 
Director was а Mr. Charles Haynes, and that the company was _ 
a pretty big concern. “They run lorries from here all over, 
the country, sir," the sergeant on duty told him. “ Mr. Haynes 
started in quite a small way with a couple of lorries which he 
let out for hire. But he gradually got mere and more work 
and at last formed this company. Some of the local gentry 
who know Haynes put up the money. I’ve always understood 
that Mr. Runcorn of Brixem Hall was one of them." D 

“Yes, I've: heard that," Arnold replied. “How early in 
the morning do you suppose І сап see Mt. Haynes at his office ? ” 

“You'll find him there before eight o'clock, sir. Lorries 
that have been on night runs begin to come in about 
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* Do you happen to know if the company run а service from 
London ?” % 

“Yes, sir, every night except Saturday. Their London 
Depot is in Holloway Road, and they run to and from there 
six days a week.” ` 

Arnold returned. to his hotel, and, after a few words with 
Dr. Hallam, went to bed. . 

* Y want to get a few hours sleep before I meet a friend of mine 
at four o'clock to-morrow morning," he explained. 


^ 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


ARNOLD: watched the London train draw in at four o'clock on 
Friday morning. He saw Moreling alight from it and went 
up to him. . “ Bad news for you, I'm afraid,” he said sympathe- 
_ tically. : - 

* Yts terrible, if what the Officer said last night is true," 
Moreling replied. “ Не said that Mr. Westerby's body had 
been found, and that means he's dead." 

“ Yes, that's so, I’m sorry to say,” said Arnold. “ And the 
worst of it is, Moreling, that he was murdered." 

Moreling, jaded by his all-night journey, staggered and would 
have fallen if Arnold had not grasped his arm. n 

“ Murdered, sir ? ” he whispered in an awe-struck tone. “ You 
don’t mean that, surely?” Pete 

* Unfortunately there's no doubt about it," Arnold replied. 
* But, we won't discuss it now. Come along back with me to 
my hotel and we'll get the night porter to make you some hot 
tea. You'll feel a lot better when^you've had a rest.” 
. Having turned Moreling over to the night porter, Arnold lay 


down and dozed until soon after seven. He then went out , 


again and walked to the depot of the Haynes Road Transport 


-Company. Here he was informed that Mr. Charles.Haynes 


had just arrived. He sent in his card with а request that the 
Managing Director would see him at once upon urgent business. 

. Mr. Haynes, a large and hearty North Countryman, greeted 
him boisterously. dc 

" What's all this, Inspector?" he demanded. ," Scotland 
Yard wanting to see me at this time of the morning? ' One of 
my drivers got into trouble, I suppose? Make yourself at 
home and tell me what it's all about." ; 

It's a very serious matter, I’m afraid, Mr. Haynes,” said 
Arnold as he accepted the invitation. “ You know Mr, Runcorn 
of Brixem Hall, Lexpect?” - 
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“Know him!" the other exclaimed. “Well, I ought to 
considering he's one of the directors of this company. What 
do you want to know about Mr. Runcorn? I can tell you 
that he's gone abroad if that’s any news to you,” М 

sf Yes, I've been told that already," said Arnold. “I'm 
making enquiries about a packing-case which your company 
delivered to Brixem Halllast week. Can you tell me anything 
about it ? " ; 

* Not off-hand,” Mr. Haynes replied. “.You don't suppose 
that I’ve got details in my head of every packing-case we carry, 
do you? Give me a few particulars and ГЇЇ see what I can 
до for you." А 

“The packing-case was delivered at Brixem Hall оп Ње 
morning of Friday the roth. It was taken in by the butler. 
Bowles, but was not opened until yesterday morning. And 
that’s about all I can tell you.” 

“ТЕП do," said Mr. Haynes curtly. He pressed а bell-push , 
and a clerk appeared. Р УЫЗ, 

“ Find out if we delivered a packing-case to Brixem Hall 
on the roth,” he said ; “if we did, trace it back and bring me 
the way bill. And look sharp about it." : 

The clerk popped out of the room and Mr. Haynes turned 
back to the Inspector. “ ТЇЇ have all the information you want 
іп a couple of shakes,” he said. “ Now then, why is this packing- 
case а serious.matter ? ” Я : 

There was no point in maintaining secrecy, for the discovery 
of the body would become public knowledge as soon as the 
inquest was held. i ا‎ > is 

E Il tell you, Mr. Haynes: Arnold replied. “ When that 
packing-case was opene yesterday morning, a: human body 
‘was found in it.” c 

"A human body!" the other exclaimed. “ What, dead, 

u mean ? " SEE 
uc So dead that the smell gave it away. That’s why the 
case was opened. But for that it wouldnt have been touched 
until Mr. Runcorn's return from his cruise. | 


“Ву Jove, that sounds а retty sticky, business ! Whose: 


it ? R orn's, hope 5 ` . 
body was iM Runcorn’s. The body has not been identified 


t. But I fancy we shall know whose it is pretty soon. Now 
XOU алеп shy I’m particularly anxious to know where 
that packing-case came from." | . 

The clerk reappeared ‘with a few sheets of paper pinned to- 


ether. ; : 
T No. 45, sir," he said as he laid these on Mr. Haynes’ desk. 


Mr. Haynes nodded and ran his finger down the first sheet. _ 
1 
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«Неге we are,” he said. “ Here's our way bill for the local 
delivery on Friday the rofh. No. 45—one case containing 
statuary to Brixem Hall. There’s a signature for. it that looks: 
like A. Bowles.” | 

"Yes. that's the butler,” Arnold replied. “Did you say 
local delivery ? What does that mean exactly ры: 


* It means that the case was sent out from here to Brixem ' 


Hall on one of our lorries. Now let's see where it came from. 
Ah, here we are. Ex-London. That means that it was brought 
Неге from London by our regular service and transferred to the 
local delivery lorry.”. 1 ; 

Mr. Haynes turned to the second sheet of paper. He ran 
his finger down it until he reached the number 45. 

* One case containing statuary. Consigned- on Thursday 
the oth to Brixem Hall by William Aylesworth, 15 Caroline 


Avenue, Finchley. So now you know where the case came . 


. from.” 


* I'm very much obliged to you, Mr. Haynes,” Arnold replied. 
“Т rather suspected Mr. Aylesworth of having been the con- 
signor. Did І understand you to say that the case was con- 
signed on Thursday ? ” : х 

“ Must have been, if it arrived here on Friday morning," 


Mr. Haynes replied. “This way bill shows that it was carried. , 


on the lorry that left London on Thursday evening.” 
` “What time did that lorry leave London?" «+ 
` “The lorry always leaves our depot in Holloway Road at 
half-past seven, within a few minutes. And it is due here at 
eight o'clock next morning." БУ 

Mr. Haynes glanced at the clock. “Тһе lorry that left 
London yesterday evening out to be here any time now, if it 
hasn't arrived already. This is what happened to that packing- 


case of yours. It got here about this time on Friday morning . 


and was unloaded on to the stage. Later it was loaded up 
again, this time on to the local delivery lorry. That starts 
out at ten o'clock. I see by the local way bill that it had. not 
many deliveries to make that morning. Seven items to be 
«dropped in the town itself, and then this packing-case to be 
taken to Brixem Hall.” 
Arnold thanked Mr. Haynes for his information. He left 
the depot and returned to the hotel, where he joined Dr. Hallam. 
at breakfast. The meal over, Arnold, the pathologist and 
Moreling drove in the police car to Brixem Hall. ў 
Here their first business was to take Moreling into the pre- 
sence of the body which still lay upon the table in the harness 
room. He took a long look at the livid and swollen face then 
turned away. Gs 2 
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“ Yes, it’s Mr. Westerby,” he said with a break in his voice. 
“Tve hoped against hope until now, in spite of what the In- 
spector told me."  . , 

“ You're prepared to swear at the inquest that this is the 
body of Mr. Westerby ? " the Inspector asked. 

“Таш,” Moreling replied. “If you gentlemen will look at ` 
the outside of the left leg, you'll find a long scar running from 
the knee pretty nearly down to the ankle." 

The pathologist nodded. . “ Yes, I've noticed that already,” 
he said. ‘‘ What caused it, Moreling ? ” s 

“ Oh, it happened some .years -back, sir,” Moreling replied, 

-* Mr. Westerby slipped out of a tree, and as he fell the end 
of a broken branch ripped his leg up shocking." 

“ Slipped out of a tree! ’’ the pathologist exclaimed.. “ What 
in the world was he doing up there?” ў 

. .'* Watching a bird that was nesting close by, sir. Мг. Westerby 
was always watching birds and their habits. Well, it's a terrible 
thing to have happened to him of all people." 
The pathologist began to show signs of impatience. -“ If 
you want to talk to Moreling you might take him outside, 
will you, Arnold?” he said. “I want to get on with my job.” 
Arnold and Moreling went out and began to pace up and down 
the stable yard. ‘ What visitors have. you had at Godstone 
Street since Mr. Westerby left?” the Inspector asked. | 
. “Well, sir, there was you to begin with,” Moreling replied 
counting on his fingers. “ That was on the Friday. Nobody 
came on Saturday, not what you would call visitors, that is. 
A couple of tradesmen for orders and a friend of mine who came 
to pass the time of day in the evening. Then оп Sunday morning 
there was Mr. Horstead, but I didn't let him into the house. 
On Monday morning a gentlaman came who said he was a friend 
‘of yours and who said-that his name was Mr. Merrion. I expect 
‚ you know all about that, sir." : E 
7“ Yes, I saw Mr. Merrion a couple of days later," said Arnold. 
* He told me about Mr. Horstead's visit. You haven't seen 
"him again by any chance ? ” 5223 R 
* Mr. Horstead, sir? No, I haven't set eyes on him again. , 
1 don't think he'd be likely to call another time after the way 
I spoke to him. There was nobody else till Tuesday afternoon 
and then Mr. Aylesworth came in.” чы 2-4; 
* And what did Mr. Aylesworth want ? Arnold asked. 
<“ He wanted to know if I'd heard anything from Mr. Wes- 
terby, sir. He said that he's been to see a. friend in Kensington 
and hé thought he'd just look my up.to see if I had any news. 
+ “What did he say when you told hi w edn t? d i BE 
со idn’ it sir. He said it v 
dde Hanes ғары аі REPET мы; 


Kamalakar Mishra Collection, Varanasi 


62 + “MR. WESTERBY MISSING 


extraordinary that Mr: Westerby should have gone away like 
that without letting any one know where he was. And he asked 
me a lot of questions as to whether Mr. Westerby had ever 
mentioned that he was going on somewhere else after he'd 
been to Slinton. I couldn't tell him anything, sir, for Mr. 
Westerby had-never said a word of any such thing to me.” 

* Did Mr. Aylesworth suggest that his uncle might have met 
with an accident ?” 

* Well, yes, he did, sir. But after talking it over for a bit 
we agreed that if anything had happened to him we should have 
been bound to hear of it by then." Moreling glanced appre- 
hensively towards the harness room door. “ We neither of u 
' thought of anything like that, sir," he continued. 

` “Perhaps not," Arnold replied. “Mr. Aylesworth went 

home to Finchley after your conversation, I suppose ? ” 

“I couldn't be sure, sir. Mr. Aylesworth left the house in 
rather a hurry and didn't tell me where he was going." 

* How did he come to leave in a hurry ? " Arnold asked. 

“Well, sir, it was like this. Mr. Aylesworth and 1 had gone 
up to Mr. Westerby's study. Mr. Aylesworth thought that it 
might be worth our while to look in his uncle's diary to see if 
that would give us any idea of where he'd gone to." 

“ How did he suppose the diary would help ? ” 

* Well, you see, sir, Mr. Westerby always kept two diaries. 
One of what he'd done and another of what he meant.to do. 
For instance, he'd put down against various dates the places 
where he'd seen or heard of rare birds in other years. The idea 
being that if the fancy took him, he'd go to that place again 
about the same time. And Mr. Aylesworth thought that 
perhaps we should find a place written down somewhere about 
November 9th." * "x 

* Not a bad idea in its way. And did you find any hint of 

. where Mr. Westerby might have gone to ? " i 


"I don't know, sir. Mr. Aylesworth had just opened the ` 


desk and found the diary when the telephone bell rang. I 
went downsatirs to answer it and found that the call was for 
Mr. Aylesworth. I came upstairs to fetch him and he went down 
to the hall and spoke. I heard him say, 'I say, that's bad, 
ГІ be along straightaway. Something very like that, it was, 
sir. And then Mr. Aylesworth told me that he had been called 
away unexpectedly and went straight out of the house. I 
didn't like looking into the diary myself, sir, it was too much 


like prying into Mr. Westerby's affairs. So I put it back in i 


the desk where Mr. Aylesworth had found it.” қ 
“This was on Tuesday afternoon, you say? Did you have 
any other visitors 2” ; : 
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““ There was a friend of mine in the house when the sergeant 
from Scotland Yard came to see me yesterday evening, sir. 
I couldn't believe my ears at first When he gave me your mes- 

" No, it must have been a bit of a shock to you. By the 
Wey Aus know who this place, Brixem Hall belongs to, I sup- 

ose ? : 

Moreling stared at the Inspector in amazement. “This is 
never Brixem Hall, sir, surely!” he exclaimed. “Тһе truth is, 
I've been so upset at hearing of Mr. Westerby's death that I 
never thought to ask where you.were driving me to. If this is 
Brixem Hall, it's Mr. Paul Runcorn’s place.” 

“Quite right," said Arnold. “You know Mr.: Runcorn 
I dare say?” , 

“Well, sir, I may say I know him from his having been to 
see Мг’ Westerby at Godstone Street often enough. But surely 
you don’t mean to say——? ” ( 

The words petered out on Moreling's lips and he could only 
stare at Arnold in a sort of horrified fascination. “ Mean to say 
what 2.” the Inspector asked. қ 

“That—That Mr. Runcorn can һауе had. anything to do 
with what’s happened,” Moreling replied scarcely above. a 
wisper. pos . 

“Would it surprise you if it turned out that he had ? Arnold 
asked qyietly. a 

There was a long pause before Moreling replied. ''I wouldn't 
like to think of any such thing, sir. But Mr. Runcorn was ` 
terribly short-tempered at times. I've known him fly out at 
Mr. Westerby over nothing at all, and in my presence, too. 
And the last time he canfe to see Mr. Westerby, things didn't . 
seem, to be going quite smoothly between theín." 

* When was this ? " Arnold asked. . 

“I don't exactly remember the date, sir. It was about a 
fortnight or ten days before Mr. Westerby went, away. Mr. 
Runcorn looked in about four o'clock in the afternoon, and 

:when I opened the door asked me if Mr. Westerby was at 
home. I said he was and showed Mr. .Runcorn up to the 
library. ” 5 4 

. r Tr weenie above half an hour later that I heard the library 

door slam -and somebody come tramping down the stairs. I 
knew it wasn’t Mr. Westerby for he’s always very quiet about 

‘the house. So I came to open the front door and then I saw 

` it was Mr. Runcorn. As soon ashe caught sight of me he began 
` shouting, ‘ Your master’s an ass, Moreling, he said. Then he 
went on to use a lot of bad language that I shouldn’t care to 


repeat. ‘ ?' he shouts at me at last. 
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.  * *Yes, sir, I hear,’ I replied as respectfully as I could, though 
it made my blood boil to hear him carry on against Mr. Westerby 
like that. “eG 

* * Very well, then,’ says Mr. Runcorn. ' You can tell him 
what I've told you. And you can add that I'll never set foot 
in bis house again, if I can possibly help it.’ And with that 
he walked out. I can't say that I took much notice of it at 
the time, for I'd known him quarrel with Mr. Westerby before 
and they always seemed to be good friends again when they 
m » 


‚ “ You don't know what they quarrelled about on this occasion, 
I suppose ? ” ) 

«І don't, sir, it was no affair of mine, and Mr. Westerby 
didn’t say anything to me about it. But I did think that 
evening that he seemed a bit upset and not quite his usual self. 
For one thing he didn't eat his dinner, and when I asked him 

' if the cooking wasn't to his liking, he said it was all right but 
he hadn't got any appetite." 

* Mr. Runcorn called on Mr. Westerby at The Old Cottage 
a few hours before he disappeared," Arnold remarked. 

* He did, sir?" Moreling replied. “ After what he said to 
me about never setting foot inside Mr. Westerby's house again? , 
Well, it just shows that he didn't mean what he said. He .: E 
called to apologise for his behaviour last time, I suppose, sir?" ~ 

“Т don't know what he called about. But, unfortunately, 

. from all accounts, there was another violent quarrel.'^ 

Moreling stroked his chin reflectively. '' You've spoken to 
Mr. Runcorn yourself, I dare say, sir?” : 

* No, I haven't. Mr. Runcorn is at present on the high seas 
somewhere between here and the West Indies. He sailed from 
England that Friday afternoon.” 

“Then it looks pretty bad, sir," said. Moreling, confidentially. 

` * And if when you lay hold of him you want me as a witness——” 

. The conversation was interrupted by the appearance of Dr. 
Hallam, who beckoned to Arnold. “ Гуе done all I can, short 
«of certain routine laboratory tests,” said the pathologist. “ The, 
coroner has been ordered the inquest for this afternoon, I hear. 
It's going to be held here, and Wethersett told me that he's. 
already got a jury together. It'll be a purely formal affair, 
of course, just enough to allow the body to be buried. Evidence 
as to the finding of the body and its identification. Neither 

-you nor I need be present at that stage.” 

P You're not ready with your own evidence, I gather ? ” 

I can’t very well give evidence on oath yet," the pathologist 
replied. “I can say that the immediate cause of death was - 

strangulation by a leather bootlace. But under the circums- 
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tances that’s hardly enough. Was the dead man in full possession 
of his faculties when the bootlace was tied round his neck ? 
Or had he been doped or rendered unconscious in some other 
‘way? I've got to be in a position to answer those questions 
before I give my evidence. х | 

“Yes, I quite understand that," said Arnold. “And for 
reasons of my own I'm particularly anxious to get back to 
London. I shall take the clothes he was wearing up with me 
for expert examination.. The best thing we can do is to get 
back to Newcastle and catch the first train. We can leave 
Moreling in Wethersett's charge." 2 E 


= . CHAPTER NINE 


ARNOLD and Dr. Hallam reached King's Cross at five o'clock 
that afternoon, and there they parted. The Inspector took à 
taxi to No. 15 Caroline Avenue, Finchley, and, as before, found 
Aylesworth in his studio, 

This time the room, though no less littered,. presented a 


‘scene of rather greater industry. Aylesworth, attired in a 


` once white apron, was at work upon a block of marble, which 


as yet showed no intelligible shape. He looked up from this 
as Arnold came in. бое 
“Find yourself a chair,".he said cheerfully. “ You don't 


mind if I carry on, do you? I daren't stop work when the 


mood's upon me.” 


_ this afternoon, Mr. Aylesworth,” Arnold replied griml 


Arnold frowned at this. levity. “I have come on a very 
serious errand, Mr. Aylesworth,” he-replied. ‘4I must ask you 
to give me all your attention.” | Р 

" Oh, that's all right," said Aylesworth. "I'm ready to 
listen to you as carefully as you like. Besides, my mind is 
more alert when I'm working. Let's hear about^this serious 
errand of yours.” і - Е e 

Arnold paused before he replied, his eyes fixed intently upon 
Aylesworth's face. “ Your uncle, Mr. Westerby, is no longer 


. missing. sie 
Aylesworth chipped off a fragment of the marble with his. 
` chisel. 


* I'm jolly glad to hear that. I don't mind confessing that 

I was getting a bit anxious. Especially after my chat with 
Moreling the other day. Where is һе?” ay 

“Your uncle’s body was the subject of a coroner's inquest 
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inquest !.” he exclaimed. “ What in the world are you talking 
about? ` You don't mean that Uncle John is dead, surely ? '' 

.* Coroner's inquests are not held upon the living," Arnold 
replied steadily. “ Nor are they held upon persons who die a' 
natural death. And in your uncle's case there is very little 
doubt that the jury will return a verdict of murder." 

“Т say that's pretty rotteri! ” said Aylesworth in an awed 
voice. “ You may as well tell me allabout.it, Inspector. I was 
his nephew, you know. Who murdered him, and where ? i 

* The murderer has not yet been identified with certainty," 
Arnold replied. “ Your uncle's.body was found in a packing- 
case in the harness room at Brixem Hall. And this case was 
apparently dispatched by you, Mr. Aylesworth. Do you wish 
to make a statement on the subject? If so, I must warn you 
that anything you say.may subsequently be used in evidence." 

Aylesworth left his work, threw his tools down on a bench 
and came and stood beside the Inspector. 

' “Thanks for the warning," he said. “ But I can't oblige 
you with a statement, much as I should like to. The excellent 
reason being that I haven't the remotest idea what you are 


talking about." 
-  “ Perhaps: I can refresh your memory ? " said Arnold curtly. 4! : 
* On Thursday, the ninth of this month, you dispatched a ` 


packing case by the Haynes. Road Transport Company addressed 
to Mr. Paul Runcorn of Brixem Hall." 2277 

“That’s quite right, Inspector.” said Aylesworth readily. 
* But I fail to see what connection that fact can have with 
Uncle John.” 

“Tt has a very close connections The case when opened. 
was found to cortain your uncle’s body.” ME. 

Aylesworth shook his head incredulously. " Thats quite 
ridiculous, Inspéctor, if you'll forgive my saying so. Just one 
moment, I may as well verify the date." Е 

He drew olt a table drawer and took a diary from it. “ No- 
vember gth, you said?” he continued. “ Yes, that’s right- 
It’s perfectly true that I sent a packing-case to Paul Runcorn 
that day.” .. . 


2 


* What were the contents of that case?” Arnold | asked. * 


“А piece of statuary, representing a pair of small children. 
Runcorn saw it wlien he was last here some little time ago: it 
took his fancy, and he bought it.on the spot. Itold him that I 
couldn't let him have it at once because it wanted a few finishing 
touches. “ It was ready on the ninth, so I packed it up and sent it 
off to him.” - А A > / ЕУ 

“What sort of a case did, you pack it іп?” Arnold 
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Aylesworth pointed to a wooden case, one of the many objects: 


e that encumbered the floor of the studio. “Іп a. case’ very 


much like that,” he replied. . : ; 

Arnold examined the box, which, though smaller, appeared 
almost exactly similar to the one he had seen in the harness 
room. The lid of this one was also secured by bolts and nits. 

“ Do you always use cases of this type ? ” he asked. - : 

“Whenever I can. I bought half a dozen of them at a sale 
a year or so back. What I like about them are the bolts holding 
the lid on. When I used ordinary nailed down lids, as often 
as not sofne clumsy fool damaged ‘the work inside in trying to 
prise the lid off with a case opener.” 

“Did you put any packing round the statue?” 

* Yes, rather. It wouldn't have done to let it rattle about 
loose. I packed it all round very carefully with wood shavings. 
There’s a sack of the stuff dver there if you want to see what 
it’s like.” 

* What time was it when you packed the statue into the case ?” 

“In the afternoon, after tea. You want more than two hands 
for a job like that. So I got Prince, my handyman, to help me. 
I took the precaution of screwing down the nuts myself, for’ I 


. wanted to be sure they wouldn't slacken off on the journey.” 


“What made you choose the Haynes Road Transport Co. 
as your carriers ? ” 

“ They'd taken things up to Runcorn's place for me before. 
I think it was Runcorn himself who suggested thenr in the 
first place."  . у 

“ What time was it when the carriers called for the packing- 
case? : 

* I'm afraid I can’t tell you, exactly. When I rang them 
up that afternoon, they said.they would call Between half-past 
seven and eight. I wasn't at home then, for-I'd gone out to 
dinner with a friend of mine. But Prince could tell you.” > 

“ What time was it when you left here to keep your appoint- 
тепе?” 5 UE 

“ Between six and half-past. I had to be in the West End 
by a quarter past seven and with the traffic like it always is 


" at that time in the evening I only just did it. I drove my own 


car, you understand." E 
' '" And when did you get back?" — — 2 hy 
“Оһ, I didn't by any means make a night of it. My appoint- 
ment was as much for business as for pleasure. The fellow 
I dined with sometimes buys some of my smaller things. I 
can't tell you exactly when I left the West End, but I wı 
-back here working by half-past ten.” | eee 
` “Did any one see you come back, Mr. Aylesworth ? "'* 
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‘Well, I don't suppose they did. I-didn’t come in through 
the house. As you may have noticed this studio has a back 
entrance and I usually use that. Prince or his wife may have 
seen me switch on the light. You can ask them if you like." 

* Do you often work in here at night ? " Arnold asked. 

“More often than not. Daylight isn’t very satisfactory 
for my work, especially at this time of year. I can arrange 
artificial light to suit my own convenience. Besides, I always 

~ find that I do my best work at night." . 

Arnold left this point for a while. “ You say that you packed 

a piece of statuary in the case that you sent to" Mr.’ Runcorn. 


It was not found in the case. Can you give me a description . 


ofit? ` : 

“Т can do better than that," Aylesworth replied. He opened 
.the table drawer again, rummaged in it for a second or two and 
produced four prints. “ There you are," he continued, handing 
these to the Inspector. “ There are a set of photographs I 
'took of it myself. You can keep them if you like." 

‚1 “Do you always take photogrphas of your work before you 
.send it away ? ” : 
““ Invariably. I always like to keep a record in case І want 
7 to make a reproduction at some time. And I always jot down 
the dimensions on the back of the print. You can see them 
for yourself if you care to look." Не pointed to a corner of 
. the studio. ` '* That's the camera I use,” he continued, pointing 
to a rather old-fashioned looking bellows camera on a tripod. 
. * I find I get the best results with a rapid plate and flashlight 
illuminations. And, by jove, that reminds me!” 


asked. ` 
“Why, that, it was Friday morning that old Gatwick came 
round and kicked up a dust about my having kept him awake. 
“Не lives next door, you know, апа his bedroom window over- 
looks the studio. He said he didn’t mind the tapping so much, 
but the flashes were more than he could put up with. He threat- 
HE if it occurred again he would complain to the police 
about it." . 
`“ I think you mentioned something of the kind to me when 
I saw you last, Mr. Aylesworth. Was the. work that you were 
doing on Thursday night particularly disturbing 2” Arnold 
B Well; perhaps it was,” the other admitted. “I was ham- 
mering some copper into shape and that always kicks up a.bit 
of а 4ш. And when I'd finished I took a set of photographs 


of one of my pieces. I didn’t realise, I’m afraid, that the flashes “ 


. seen ‘through the skylight would annoy Colonel Gatwick. He's 


“СС-0. Digitized. by eGangotri. Kamalakar Mishra Collection, Varanasi 


2150 
نوز ف کی ے2 


“ What does it remind you of, Mr. Aylesworth ? '" Arnold . 


MR. WESTERBY, MISSING 69 


not a bad old stick, and I certainly wouldn't go out of my way 
` to annoy him.” 6 > : : 
** What time did you stop work that night ?" Arnold asked. 
“ І couldn't say exactly, now. Soon after midnight, I expect. 
I usually knock off about then." : $ 
"I see,” said Arnold. “Now, with your permission, ' Mr. 
Aylesworth, I should like to talk to this man Prince. I have 
no objection to your being present at our interview on condition 
that you leave me to do the talking." г 
“You сап talk to him as much as you please. I won't butt in, 
I promise уоп” I expect he’s somewhere about. I'll call him.” 
Aylesworth opened the door between the studio and the 
house and called. A few moments later, Prince shambled into 
the room. Arnold recognised him as the man he had seen 
pottering about the dining-room on his previous visit to the 
house. He had an ill-favoured, unpleasantly servile expression, 
and the rather threadbare suit he was wearing badly wanted 
brushing. The thought passed through Arnold’s mind that 
he was in every way a great’ contrast to Moreling. Prince 
looked from Aylesworth to the Inspector and blinked foolishly. 
“ Тһе Inspector wants to ask you a few. questions, I fancy, 
Prince,” said the former. “ As far as I'm concerned you have 
my full permission to answer them.” He turned away, picked 
up his tools and resumed his chipping of the marble. 
"Yd-like you to answer my questions as carefully as you 
can, Prince,” said Arnold. ““ To begin with, do you remember 
Thursday of last week ? The ninth of the month, it was." `- 
Prince scratched his head. Evidently this particular day 
.had made no lasting impression upon him. Then his face 
brightened a trifle. md ^. E 
“Yes, sir. Thursday was the day that my wife went out to 
the pictures with her sister-in-law.” ^ — y MS 
“Right. Do you remember anything "else happening that 


Aylesworth asked me to come in here and help him pack up 
some of his figures.” . E 5 ud 

“ Ah, now we're getting to it," said Arnold. “ Tell me exactly 
how you helped Mr.. Aylesworth. Сл ус к 

“Well, sir, he put some wood shavings in the bottom of a 
case. Then he and I lifted the figures and laid them on it. 
When we'd got them set right to Mr. Aylesworth’s idea we 
both of us got more of the shavings and packed them round. 
Then we put the lid on and Mr. Aylesworth screwed it up. . . 
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‘¢ To the best of my recollections there was, sir. Painted on 
in black. Somewhere near «Newcastle it was, if I remember 
right." 


“What did you do after you-had packed the figures in the 


case ? " Arnold asked. : : j 
. * Mr. Aylesworth told me to see that the carriers picked it 


up, sir. He said they would be coming round for it between 


half-past seven and eight.” 
* * And did they соте?” . ? 

“Oh, yes, sir,.they came all right. Their lorry drove up 
to the back entrance, somewhere about quarter to eight it 
must have been.” 

«Мау I put in a word of explanation ? Aylesworth asked. 
* "There's a back alley running parallel to the Avenue and the 
houses have back entrances into that. I had explained over 
the telephone to the Haynes Road Transport people that they 
hád better come that way." 
~ “Thanks,” said'Arnold. “ Very well, Prince, the carrier's 
lorry came up to the back entrance. What happened then? 
. “I had been listening for them, sir, and when I heard them 
draw up I went out. There was only one chap with the lorry 
and he said that he'd been told to pick up a packing-case for 
Newcastle. .I said that he couldn't manage it by himself but 
thatI'dgivehim a hand. So between us we carried the packing- 
case out of that door there and loaded it on to the lorry.” 

° “Do you remember what time it was when you finished 
packing the case ? ” 

` “It must have been somewhere between five and half-past, 
I fancy, sir." : 1 at 

- ЖДО you come into the studio again before a quarter to 
eig. ? 3 . n ЕЈ З 

7“ No, sir, І didn't," Prince replied. “T never come in here 
unless I’ve got instructions to." : 

т) And you; Mr. Aylesworth ? " Arnold asked. 

- "I left the studio a few minutes after the case was packed 
and went upstairs to change. I didn't come in here again 
until I got back from the West End after dinner." 
So that the case was lying here unwatched from about 
- half-past five to a quarter to eight ?” Arnold remarked. “ Could 
any one have got in here without being seen during that period ? ”’ 
ce, to whom this question was addressed, once more 
Scratched his head. “I don't very well see how they could, 
Sir," he replied. ‘‘ There were only two ways for them to get 


in. Тһе door leading to the back entrance and the door leading. 


to the house. The back door was locked when I opened. it 


to let th i i “ 
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have had to have come in by the front door and walked right _ 
through the house. And either.my wife or myself would have 
been bound to see them.” ‚ i 

"Did either you or your wife hear Mr. Aylesworth when 
he came home that evening ? " ; 

** Well, sir, I don’t think either of us actually saw him come: 
in, for I expect he came in by the back as he usually does. 
But I heard him at work in here after we had gone up to bed." 

“ What time was that ? ” Arnold asked. 52710 

: “Round about half-past ten or thereabouts,- sir. The 
light was on jn the studio and we could hear Mr. Aylesworth 
hammering. I don't know how long it went on for we went 
to sleep soon after.” 

* Allright, Prince, that's all I wanted to ask you," said Arnold. 
The man slouched off and the Inspector turned to Aylesworth. 
* I'm sorry, but it's our obvious duty to check every statement 
made to us," he said. “ And since the crate in: which your 
uncle's body was found was dispatched by you, I'm bound to 
ask these searching questions. You understand that, I hope." 

* Oh, don't apologise,” Aylesworth replied. “I'm just as 
anxious as you are to get to the bottom of this business. ` If 
. there's anything else you want to know I'll do my best to answer 

your questions." СЕ S 

* Thank you, Mr. Aylesworth. Then I will.ask you if you're 
aware of the provsions of your uncle's will ? "' £ 

Aylesworth frowned. “You’ve touched upon rather a sore 
point, Inspector,” he replied. “ At one time, as.I have reason 
to know, my uncle had made a will in which he left most of his 
property to my cousin, Mrs. Fenton, and myself. About a 
couple of years or so ego my uncle changed his mind. We 
needn't go into the reasons why he did so. „Не told me that 
Alice Fenton was in much poorer circumstances than I was, 
and that as she had four children it was only right that she 
should be provided for. Uncle John told me that he intended 
to make a fresh will by which the bulk‘of the property would 
be left to her." ў ^ 

`“ Cutting you out entirely ? " Arnold asked. 

“Well, I hope not. Butt really don't know, because I have 
never seen the will: Uncle John’s solicitor could tell you mors 
about it, I dare say. His name is Bittern and his. ofüce is 
somehwere in Lincoln's Inn Fields. You'l find his address ia 
the telephone book." : 

_ Arnold made a note of this. “Do you suppose that Mis. 

Fenton was aware that your uncle had made a fresh wil?" 
he asked. 

“F expect so," Aylesworth replied. “If Uncle John tals 
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" Have you any idea if Mr. Horstead had expectations? ” 

Aylesworth shook his head. “That’s more than I can tell 
you. He probably comes in for a legacy of some sort. Uncle 
John has always let him sponge on him, I suppose because he 
was my aunt’s brother.” 

“ What sort of person is һе? " Arnold asked. 

“George Horstead ? Well, he's not exactly the most desir- 
able member of society. He's a cadger and he sails as close 
to the.wind as he dare. On the other hand he can be charming 
when it suits his purpose. He came to see me here not so 
very long ago, and nobody could have been. nicer. I was 
finishing off those figures for Runcorn at the time and he profess- 
ed to admire them enormously. He wanted to know all about 
them. . Whether they were sold and, if so, who had bought 
them. I told him that they were for Runcorn and that I was 
going to send them off to him as soon as I could." 

. . Did you happen to tell him what day you would be sending 
them?” Arnold asked. ` : ps 

- “No, for I didn't know exactly then. As far as I remember 
I told him that I should be sending them off about the middle 
of last week." ` : 

“ Did “Мг. Runcorn know that you were going to send them 
onthe Thursday?" 2. esse? : 

* Not so exactly as all that. I dropped him a line on Monday 
saying that the figures were practically finished and ‘that I 
hoped to get them off in two. or three days.” avert 
- 4 What warning did you give the carriers to collect-them ? ” 

“ Trang up that place in Holloway Road on Thursday morning. 
F told them that I had a case of Statuary for Mr. Runcorn of 
Brixem Hall and asked them when they would collect it. They 


е 


said they would call for it between half-past seven and eight 


that evening. As Prince told you just now, they were here. 


at a quarter to eight. 


“бо that, ‘until Thursday morning, nobody but you knew . 


exactly when the case would be dispatched ? ” 3 
Aylesworth nodded. “ That's right. I didn’t know myself 
until Wednesday evening that.I should have the figures ready 
to send away by Thursday.” i 
 "Isee. And now, Mr. Aylesworth, I must ask you one morê 


question. Can you suggest, in the strictest confidence, of ` 


course, any person who might have had a motive for murdering 
your uncle ? os SEDE 

Aylesworth shook his head. “I’m completely in the dark,” 
he replied. | _ To me, the whole thing seems utterly inexplicable, 


But. ee e. EE 
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Seeing Aylesworth’s hesitation he prompted him, “ Үоп 
can speak perfectly freely tome. I only asked you that question 
for my own private information.” ' ~ 
“ Well, then I have'an idea that Moreling knows something. 
You remember when you first came here I asked you if you had 
any objection to my going to Godstone Street, and you said 
you hadn't. So I went there last Tuesday and had a lon 
conversation with Moreling. I may. be wrong, but I got the | 
impression then that he had something on his conscience. He 
seemed confused when I asked him about Uncle John and whether | 
he had said anything about going on somewhere else when he 
had been to Slinton. He was evasive, if you know what I mean, 
.and I wondered then whether he knew where Uncle John was 
all the time. Well, whether he knew or not, Uncle John's 
death will mean a windfall of a thousand pounds for him. If 
I might venture the suggestion, Inspector, he’s worth watching." 
A He’s being watched,” Arnold replied. “Im very much 
obliged to you for what you've told, me, Mr. Aylesworth. I 
have every hope that we shall run the criminal to earth very 
soon. Good-evening.” ^ poo 


CHAPTER TEN 


ARNOLD left the house and walked a few yards along Caroline . 
Avenue. Then he türned and retraced his steps until he reached 
No. 17. True to his invariable policy of confirming statements 
wherever possible, he was determined to hear what Colonel | 
Gatwick had to say. t ; 3 . | 
The smart parlourmaid who opened the dor informed him | 
that Colonel Gatwick was at home. On being shown one of -. | 
Arnold's cards she ushered him into the lounge and went away 
to find her master. A minute or so later an elderly man, stiff 
and upright, with a white moustache, entered the room and 
stared: at Arnold suspiciously. . - SA 
“ Scotland Yard?” he demanded, “ what's all this about ? 
Nobody in this housé has been misbehaving themselves, І hope ? - 
“ No so far as I am aware, sir,” Arnold replied. “ I wondered 
. if I might speak to you in confidence about your neighbour, 
- Mr. Aylesworth ? ” 5 : XA 
“Damn the fellow!” Colonel Gatwick, exclaimed. Hes 
` ап infernal nuisance. What's he been up to now? Annoying 
someone, I'll be bound: ` ; p 
"I understand that he annoyed you the other night, sir,*. | 
said nolle by eGangotri. Kamalakar Mishra Collection, Varanasi 


eee Se 


TA MR. WESTERBY MISSING > 
а 0 


. “Annoyed. те! Annoyance is a very mild word to use, 
'I may tell you, Inspector. He nearly drove me off my head 1, 
with his confounded hammering. I can’t get to sleep if there’s n 

a noise going on. That's why I moved my bedroom from the | 
front of the house. I found it too noisy. It isn’t the through | 
traffic, that doesn’t worry me so much, but it’s the idiot who 
pulls up in the middle of the night, slams the door of his car as | 
hard as he can and starts an excited conversation with his | 
passenger, who's usually а girl. I gave it up and tried sleeping 
at the back of the house,. but it was no better, thanks to that | 
- confounded stone-mason next door. If he isn't hammering | 
he’s letting off flashlights half-the night. I saw him the other | 
day and told him I wasn’t going to stand it.” & 
* Does it happen every night, sir ? "' | 
* Most nights, but sometimes he’s noisier than usual. The | 
worst occasion was on Thursday of last week. І went to bed . | 
early that evening,.soon after ten, for I'd had a particularly m 5 
tiring day. Тһе window of my room at the back of the house | 
overlooks the skylight of Aylesworth’s studio. When I looked | 
out and saw that the studio was in darkness I thought the 
fellow had gone out for the evening and I should be able to 
get to sleep. But І had hardly got into bed before I heard ` „| 
that hammering begin as usual. Тар, tap, tap. Enough to 7, 
get on any one's nerves. I looked out of my window and saw *, 
thet the studio was brightly lit up. Then I knew what I was ' 
in for.” ‹ 
DE the annoyance continue for long, sir?" Arnold 
asked. 
. “Until well after midnight," Colonel Gatwick replied. “It 
. Stopped at last and I thought we weré going to have some peace. 
And then the fellow started letting off those flashlights of his. | 
One after another, like a series of lightning flashes. How could y 
I be expected to get to sleep when the whole room was lighted | 
up by them ? ” В 
“T think that Mr. Aylesworth should be cautioned, sir, 
5 тош quite sure that this occurred on Thursday night last 
week ? ” s 


e 


i 
1 
“ ОҒ course I am. November the 9th is the anniversary of - | 
the birth of King Edward VIL. A society of which I am a | , 
member holds its annual luncheon at the Berkeley on that 
pate: . I attended the lunch this year and found the eet 
estivities somewhat fatiguing. That is wh particularly _ 
hoped to NEN а good night's rest.” М : 
1 am sorry you were disappointed, sir. As I understand it, | 
you heard Mr. Aylesworth hammering. in his studio from some “ | 
time after ten until about midnight. After that you saw the 
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reflection of a series of flashlights. Сап you tell me exactly 
when the annoyance ceased?” , 

“1 couldn't tell you exactly,” Colonel Gatwick replied. 
" Say between half-past twelve and a: quarter to one. Things 
were all quiet by one o'clock and I dropped off to sleep." ` 

After some further conversation with the. Colonel, Arnold 
took his leave of him and left the house. Р 

His next visit was to the London depot of the Haynes Road 
‘Transport Company in Holloway Road. Here, on presenting 

his card, he was shown with very slight delay into the presence 
of the managef. 9245. у 

He proceeded to explain his business. “I am inquiring 
about a packing-case collected by your firm from an address in 
‘Caroline Avenue, Finchley, on the ninth of this month,” he said. 

* It was consigned to Mr. Paul Runcorn of Brixem Hall, near 
Newcastle, апд...” : is 

But the manager interrupted him and completed his sentence 
for him. '' And was alleged to contain statuary. І was expect- 
ing a visit from you people, for I've heard allabout it. Mr. Haynes 
rang me up from Newcastle this morning and told me that when 
the case was opened a man's body was. found in it. Well, 
Inspector, I can assure you that nobody at this end knows 
anything about it." A > 

“ра like you to tell me just what you do know,” Arnold = 
replied. : $ ; ; 

* Nothing whatever, out of the ordinary run of business. 
‘On the morning of the ninth a gentleman rang up and, as it 

happened, I spoke to him myself. He told me that his name 
was Aylesworth and that his address was I5 Caroline Avenue, 
"Finchley. He said that he had a heavy and rather bulky 
packing-case containing statuary which he wished us to deliver 
to Mr. Runcorn of Вгіќет Hall. ) 

* As I dare say you've already been told, Mr. Runcorn is 
‚опе of our directors. He's rather a peppery ‘customer and if 
. anything goes wrong the person responsible is sure to hear all 

about it. And this case of statuary made me rather nervous. 
“Тһе contents were probably more or less fragile, and if anything 
was broken in transit there would be the very devil to рау. 

““ Normally, the case would have been picked up from Caroline 
Avenue on Thursday afternoon by our collecting van, hrought 
here and transferred to the Newcastle lorry. But, under the 
-circumstances, it seemed to me that the less handling it got 
the better. Caroline Avenue is only a few hundred yards oz 
the route taken by the Newcastle lorry. So I made up my 
‘mind that the lorry should make a special call there, зо tàu 
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to see that when the lorry left here enough room was left at 
the back to take the case.” , i 

“ Under ordinary circumstances, I gather, the lorry does not 
call between here and the Newcastle depot ? ” 

The manager nodded. ''That's right," he replied. “It 
goes straight through, leaving here at half-past seven. It is 

timed to get into Newcastle at eight o'clock next morning, 
and averages just under twenty-two miles an hour for the two 
hundred and seventy-two miles." ' 

“Ts there any chance of goods being carried .by the lorry 
being tampered with on the way?” Arnold asked. 

“Not the slightest,” the manager replied. “ Come out 
into the yard. The Newcastle lorry is due to start in five minutes 
and you shall see for yourself.” uds 

They went out together, and the manager pointed out the 
lorry which was standing with its back to the loading stage. 
“There you are," he said, “ you've got a closed body on the 
chassis with only one opening, the door at the back. That, 
you may notice, is locked, and the lock is fitted with a very 
special key. That door is locked when the lorry leaves here 
and is not unlocked again until it reaches Newcastle.” 

“ Who holds the key ? " Arnold asked. 

“ The locks on all the lorries are of uniform pattern. Keys 
are kept at each depot, and each driver carries one. He is 
, bound to carry a key in case of a breakdown. when the load 
would have to be shifted to a relief lorry.” : 

“ Ноу many men travel on the lorry?” Arnold asked. ^ 

“ Only the driver," the manager replied. “The lorry being 
under four tons capacity, that is all the law requires. We 
couldn’t afford to quote the rates we do if we had to send two 
men on every journey. Each driver gets two nights on and 
then a night off, so they don't do so badly." 

“15 to-night's driver the one who drove the lorry to New- 
castle on themight of the ninth ? " 

„ No, he's running the other way to-night, from Newcastle 
here. But he couldn't tell you very much. If anything un- 
usual had happened on the journey he would have reported 
to the Newcastle depot when he got in. I may say that he is a 


most reliable driver, and a man with an excellent character in - 


every way.” 
“Шо you ever have cases of pilfering from the lorries ? ” 
Never,” the manager replied emphatically. “ You see, 
the drivers are responsible for the key and the door could not 
be opened without their connivance. So that if anything was 
found missing when the lorry reached its destination the driver 
would be called to account for it. = | 
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At this moment a man in a leather coat appeared from 
buildings surrounding the yard. Hg swung tho starting RE 
of the lorry and after a single effort was rewarded by a hearten- 
ing purr. He climbed into the cab, and a moment later the 
lorry moved majestically out of the yard and turned northwards 
up the Holloway Road. · 

. Arnold left the depot and made his way to the nearest tele- 

phone. From here he rang up Merrion's rooms. Newport’s 
voice answered him. Yes, Mr. Merrion was at home. Who 
was that speaking? Oh yes, Inspector Arnold. If the In- 
spector would Rindly hold on for a moment Newport was quite 
sure that Mr. Merrion would like to speak to him. ~ 

А momentor two later Arnold heard Merrion's voice. “ Hallo! 
Where are you and what do you want ? ” і 

“Т want a drink more than anything in the world,” Arnold 
replied. ''In adition, I'm cold, tired and hungry. Can I 
come along and have a chat with you after I’ve had something 
to eat ? " : 

` “Come along now," Merrion replied. “ Newport can find 
you something to eat, for he always cooks dinner enough for a 
regiment. I'll supply the drink, and the home fires are burning 
on the hearth. What more йо you мапі?” ы 

“Nothing,” said Arnold gratefully. " That's awfully good 
of you. At present I'm in the Holloway Road, and I'll be 
along as soon as I can find a taxi." dee. - 

Arnold did full justice to Merrion's hospitality. -He enjoyed 
an excellent dinner accompanied with a couple of bottles of 
beer. Then, seated beside the fire with a supply of whisky 
beside him; he told his story. f : 

“Poor .old Westerby Li Merrion ‘exclaimed, when he had 
finished. “ Although I only met him that once I feel that I 
have lost a personal friend. And it seems to me that it's a 

; i What's your theory ? 
remarkably queer business. Sy, lied. "But I 
` “Tt was Runcorn, of course, Arnold replied. ut 


haven't had time yet to work out exactly how he managed it. . 
I'll set about it A) you can use your powers of imagination 


олар te first place, there's not а shadow of doubt that a 


ir consigned to Runcorn left 15 Caroline Avenue 

Pea qur eight on the evening of theninth. It was picked 

up by the Newcastle lorry. of the Haynes Road Transport Com- 
pany of which, don't forget, -Runcorn 15 а director. Ai eme 

“What did the packing-case contain ? Aylesworth and 
his man Prince swear that it contained a piece of statuary, of 

which I, have the photographs.in my pocket. There seems no 

reason whatever fo doubt their statement. In any case, what- 
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ever the packing-case contained it cannot have been the 
body of Mr. Westerby. The evidence that at a quarter to 
eight on the-ninth, Mr. Westerby was sitting in The Pelican at 
Slinton is overwhelming.” E А 

** Yes, that’s all right, so far,” said Merrion, as Arnold paused. 
* We have the packing-case, presumably containing the statuary, 
safely loaded on the lorry. What next hU 

“The lorry was locked, remember," Arnold replied. “ It 
made no calls between Caroline Avenue and the Newcastle: 
depot. > When it reached there the lorry was unlocked and the 
case was unloaded. It was subsequently reloaded on to a local 
delivery van and taken to Brixem Hall. Here, immediately 
upon its arrival, it was put into the harness room. I do not 
see how it could possibly have been tampered with during the 
journey from London to Newcastle, while it was being handled 
at the depot there, or while it was being delivered from the 
depot to Brixem Hall. A responsible employee of the Transport 
Company was in charge of it during the whole of that time." 

“ Even responsible employees can sometimes be bought over,” 
Merrion remarked. : ' х 

“Yes, І know, but that won't do in this case. I’m sure 
of that, for two very good reasons. In the first case, the case 
was consigned to one of the directors of the company and every- 
body connected with the firm knew that he'd kick up a dust if 
anything went wrong. And in the second place, no man in a 
‘responsible position would connive at murder, He might shut 
his eyes for a moment whilst some trifling piece of goods was 
extracted from the lorry. But murder, no. Apart from any 
scruples he might. have, the risk would be far too great.” 

«Тт inclined to agree with you there," said Merrion. . “ Very 
well, then. We left the case.in the harness room at Brixem Hall. 
What time did it get еге?” 1826 

<“ Somewhere about midday оп the tenth. Bowles the butler 
locked the door of the harness room and took the key away with 

.him. He seems to have been the only person about the place 
who knew that the case was there.” : 

* Was there any particular reason why the case was placed 
in the ha£ness room rather than anywhere else ? ” Merrion asked. 
‚ “Ah, that’s just the point," Arnold replied. * According 
to Bowles, the harness room was Runcorn's suggestion. But 
not directly. Runcorn's instructions were that the case was 

“Хо be locked up somewhere until his return from the cruise. 

. Не suggested one of the loose boxes or the harness room. Since 

- the loose boxes could not be locked up, they were ruled out and 

only the harness room remained. In other words, when Run- 

corn gave his instructions he knew that he would find the case 
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in the harness room when he-wanted it." D M зн 

I'd like to impress the full significance of that point on 
you. Runcorn gave his instructions in such ‘a form that he 
knew for a certainty that the case would be put in the harness 
room. Bowles says that nobody but himself and the men 
who unloaded the van knew that the case had been put in the 
harness room. That may or may not bea fact. The chauffeur. 
says that he knew nothing about the case being put there. 
But someone, one of the under-gardeners passing by, for in- 
stance, may have seen what was going on. But that’s of по. 
importance: The significant thing is that no one unconnected 
with Brixem Hall can possibly have known where the case 
would be put on its arrival." 
. “1 see what you mean,” said Merrion. “ What about getting 
into the harness room when it was locked and the key in the 
butler’s pocket ? ” 

“I don't think there'd be a lot of difficulty about that,’ 
Arnold replied. “ The lock is a big clumsy, old-fashioned affair 
and the key would be the easiest thing in the world to copy. 
In fact, I'm not sure that a key would be necessary. If I had 
& stout piece of bent wire I'd undertake to unlock the door 
myself. But there is just this about it. Runcorn, as the 
owner of the place, had every opportunity of getting a duplicate 
key made if he wanted one." | 

“ Let's try to keep an open mind at this stage," said Merrion. 
“ Опсе you mentally fix the guilt on any particular person it's 
the easiest thing in the world to twist the facts to suit your 
theories. I don't suggest that you do such a thing intentionally, 
but it's a subconscious tendency. The case was put in the harness 
room about midday on the tenth. There was no particular 
difficulty in obtaining access tot. Let's go on from that point.’ 

* Very well," Arnold'replied. “ You must understand that 
the lid of thé case was not nailed on. It was secured by four 
nuts, which means that the lid could be removed dnd replaced 
again by any one who had an ordinary shifting spanner. Anda 
* this could be done without leaving any trace. і ; 

* Another point is that the stables are some little distance 
from the house and completely hidden from it. The only 
person who lives there is the chauffeur. And he only lives there 
in the sense that he sleeps above the harness room. He has 
his meals at the liouse and is presumably pretty often out driving 
one of the cars. ; 2 А қ 

“ I've satisfied myself that апу oné, choosing the right time, 
. could: come up the drive from the road to the stables without 
being seen; Between one and two in the aftemoon would be 
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be having their dinner, while the family and the rest of the staff 
would be indoors." a ый ; 
Merrion nodded. “ Yes, I've got that. You are suggesting 
that it would have been possible to bring a body to the harness 
room, unscrew the nuts of the case, remove the figures and put 
the body in instead. But when and where did the body become 
a body, if you see what I mean?” « 
"let's take the two parts of that question separately," 
. Arnold replied. “First of all, when? That’s Hallam's de- 
partment, and you know what these experts are. You can't 
pin them down to anything definite. Hallam saw the body 
on the Thursday week following Westerby's disappearance. 
* He told me that in his opinion death had taken place at least 
six days previously, probably earlier. So I think we may take it 
that Westerby was killed shortly after he left The Pelican. 
At some time during Thursday night, at all events. 
* Then as to where. Most probably at Slinton or in the 
immediate neighbourhood. A car of some kind must have been 
employed as a means of transport. But Westerby was almost 
certainly dead when he made the journey, for, when alive, 
he would never enter a car if he could possibly help it. There- 
fore, it follows that he was murdered at, or near, Slinton." ` 
* In spite of Westerby's aversion to cars, one must suppose 
that in an extremity he could have been persuaded to ride in 
one," Merrion suggested. ^ 


“ Perhaps," Arnold replied. “ But only if he knew the driver | s 


well and trusted him. And that is a very important point. 
Would he have trusted George Horstead, for instance ? *’ - 
* Probably not," said -Merrion. “ / see your point, anyhow. 
. Westerby was killed during. Thursday night, and the. chances 
am Gu this happened not fer from Slinton. Well, who killed 
* "There's only one possible answer to that question," Arnold 
replied quie&y. “ Mr. Раш Runcorn.” \ 


[.. CHAPTER-ELEVEN 


MERRION made no reply to this. Arnold refreshed himself 
from his glass and continued. “ Although Hallam is vague 


. about the actual time of death, he's rather more precise about 


the cause. He spoke about it in the train as we were coming 
up.to London together this afternoon. He's pretty certain 
ines Мек was nr on the head with something soft bat 
eavy, a san * i ill i i 
ғ m СС-0. E ped ans hen: hue hew БОЛЕП 2 


в y і 
фо 14 > қ аргу EE 


Уә 


MR. WESTERBY ,MISSING | 8r 


as the result of this blow, the bootlace was tied tightly round 
his neck. I've got the bootlace here, if you care to see it.” 

He took the lace out of his pocket and handed it to Merrion, 
who examined it carefully. ‘It’s new, in the sense that it has 
never been used,” he said. “А lace that has been threaded . 
into a boot always shows the marks of the eyelet-holes. Besides, 
this lace is free from any trace of boot-polish. It is made of 
ашат, very nearly square in section, and has no tag at either 
end. x , 

Arnold nodded as he took back the lace. “ There's nothing 
about it that gives any clue to the murderer,” he’said. “ We've 
got to look eslewhere for that. We've got to ask ouselves 
who, among Westerby's acquaintances, had the opportunity 
of murdering him." 

"I'm interested myself іп: that question of opportunity," 
Merrion remarked. 

"Let's examine it, then. In the first place the murderer 
must have known that Westerby was at Slinton and not in 
London. That doesn't carry us very far, for quite a lot of 
people possessed that particular item of information. The 
soundest clue we've got is that the murderer must have been at 
Slinton at ten o'clock on the evening of the ninth. 

“That’s the first condition to be fulfilled. The second is 
that the murderer must have known that a packing-case was 
being seht from London to Brixem Hall that night. It is 
absurd to ‘suppose that he came across the case by chance, 
and thought it an excellent place in which to put the body. 
And that rules out murder. by a comparative stranger. 

“Now, who fulfills both these conditions? Only two people, ` 
as far as I cari see. Aylesworth knew about tbe packing-case, 
as he had sent it off himself. But he can't have been at Slinton 
at ten-oclock, for he was in his studio in Caroline-Avenue, annoy- + 
ing his neighbour, by half-past. The shabby gentleman in the 
neighbourhood of Slinton at ten. Did he know about the сазе? 
If you're right, and he was Horstead, he did, up to a point. 
He had seen the figures and the case, and Aylesworth had told 
him that they were going to Runcorn. But he did not know 
when they were to be sent, and by no possibility could he have 
known that that case would be deposited in the harness room 
when it reached Brixem Hall." 

* For that matter, Aylesworth himself could not have known 
that," Merrion remarked. LAM: 

* Only one person could have known, and that was Runcorn. 


. He also knew within a day or two when the case would arrive. 


Now, he can have been a Slinton at ten o'clock that night ?” 
А So- fag Бы uri шоч е q£ his akae ЕНГ 318955, Ab present, 
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he can. We've heard nothing of him after he left The Old 
Cottage in a towering rage on Thursday morning until the 
Amaranth sailed from Southampton at six o'clock on Friday 
afternoon. There is evidence that he sent a Marconigram from 
the ship after she had sailed, so presumably he is now on board 
her. . 

“Му idea is that the car seen standing by the riverside that 
night was Runcorn's. His quarrel with Westerby that morning 
had been the last straw, and he had made up his mind that 


the only course remaining to him was to put Westerby out of | 


the way. We know, from the evidence of Mr. Vowell and 
Moreling, that the two were, temporarily at least, on very bad 
terms. And, according to Mr. Vowell, Runcorn used threatening 
language as he left The Old Cottage. 

“So some time that evening, he returned to Slinton and 
parked his car by the river. Then, probably being aware of 
Westerby's habits, he lay in wait for him at the cross-roads 
And there seems to be no room for doubt that murder was his 
deliberate intention. A man like Runcorn wouldn't be carrying 
a new leather bootlace in his pocket, and it isn’t the sort of 
thing he would pick up by chance in the dark. 

* Westerby, all unsuspecting, left The Pelican and started 
homewards. As he reached the cross-roads Runcorn attacked 
him with the sandbag or whatever it was. Having knocked 
him out with this, he tied the bootlace round his neck; to finish 
Off the job properly. Then he picked Westerby up and carried 
him to the саг. Now that I've seen the body, I'm all the more 
certain that Westerby can't have weighed more than nine 
stone. Alternatively, Runcorn dragged the body to the side 
of the road, then fetched the car and picked it up.” 

. “No doubt the crime was committed very much that way," 
Merrion agreed. : “ But what happened next? How did the 
body find its way into the packing-case ? ” : 

* Ah, that’s just it," Arnold replied. “ From what the 
transport people told me, I’m pretty sure that the case wasn't 
tampered with while it was in the lorry, for that would have 


involved the connivance of the driver.” 


“Апа yet, I don’t know,” said Merrion. He got up, took a 
map from a shelf and spread it on the table between them. 
“You remember that when we drove to Slinton on Sunday, 
we followed the Great North Road as far as Tuxford, he con- 
tinued. . “There we turned off to the right. The lorries bound 
from London to Newcastle would, of course, keep straight on. 


But, actually, Slinton does not lie very far eastward of the 


Great North Road. How far exactly, I wonder ? " 


He took a map-measurer from his pocket and ran it over 
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the map. “It is eight miles as the crow flies from Slinton to 
the nearest point on the Great North Road. Doesn't it strike 
you as something of a coincidence that the packing-case in which 
the body was found ‘passed only eight miles from Slinton on 
the night of the murder ? ” : . 

Arnold shook his head. “I don’t hold much with coincidence,” 
he replied. “ Гуе run up against at least a dozen coincidences 
in every case I've had, and it's very rarely that they mean 
anything. Are you suggesting that Runcorn held up the driver, 
and that they put the body in the packing-case between them 2” 

“ Hardly that," said Merrion. “In fact, I'm not so very keen 
myself on the theory of Runcorn's guilt. I'm only trying to 
help you out in your reconstruction of the crime. And you 
did tell me that Runcorn was a director of the transport com- 
pany. That being so, he might have had one of the keys that 
open the doors of the lorries.” 

“ Yes, I suppose he might,” Arnold replied doubtfully. “ But 
even if he had, he couldn't have used it without the driver's 
knowledge." Б 

* Oh, I don't know. Suppose that, having the body іп his 
car, he held up the lorry at some point on the Great North Road. 
The driver would, of course, recognise him as one, of the directors, 
and would be prepared to obey his orders. Runcorn spins him 
some yarn. Tells him perhaps that the road is blocked by a 
serious collision some way ahead, and that he'd better leave 
the lorry where it is and go and give a hand to clear up the 

- mess. Runcorn offers to stand by the lorry meanwhile. As 
soon as the driver's back is turned, Runcorn substitutes the 
body for the figures and clears off."  . : 

Arnold looked more doubtful than ever. “I suppose it's 
possible,” he said. “ But it, doesn’t sound to me in the least 
probable.” et Р 2 З 

Merrion laughed. “ No more than it does to me, " he replied. 
“ All the same, it's a tantalising thought that the lorry passed 
so close to Slinton, However, you’ve got your own theory 
on the matter, I expect.” . Ё 4 З 

«І have,” said Arnold. “And my theory doesn't involve 
telling yarns,-which would certainly be repeated, to unsuspecting 
lorry drivers. I’ve explained how I believe the murder was 
committed, and you’ve agreed I’m probably right. Let’s go 
back to Slinton that Thursday night, soon after ten o'clock, 
How far is it from there to Brixem Hall ? cp 

Mérrion took up his map-measurer again and drew it over 
the map. “Say a hundred and fifty miles by road, and you _ 

- won't be very far out,” he replied. ek 
қ ` “Runcorn had plenty of time, then. However slowly he 
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jogged along in his car, he could cover that distance before 
daylight on Friday morning, ‘But I don't for a moment suppose 
that he drove straight to Brixem Hall with the body. He hid 
it and the car in some convenient spot close by. 

. “There wouldn't be any difficulty about finding such a place, 
forthe country is pretty wild about there. And Runcorn,being 
a native, would know exactly where to go. I don't doubt that, 
even before he killed Westerby, he had worked out every detail. 

“ Having hidden the car and the body somewhere not far 
from Brixem Hall, he proceeded to reconnoitre, probably on 
foot. He would want to make sure that thé packing-case 
arrived properly and without any hitch. Now you must re- 
member that I have just come back from Brixem Hall, and I 
took care to have a good look round while I was there. Just 
behind the stables the ground rises fairly steeply, and is covered 
with a plantation of evergreens of some kinds. А man could 
hide in that plantation and watch what was happening in the г! 
yard, without running the slightest risk of any one seeing him.” 

“Not bad," said Merrion approvingly. “ You've kept 
your eyes'open, that's quite evident. So Runcorn takes up 
his position in the plantation ? " 

“And watches for the arrival of the local delivery van from | 
Newcastle with the packing-case. You see, even though he is 
a director of the company, he couldn’t tell exactly what time it 
would arrive. That would depend upon the number of con- 
signments to be delivered before it reached Brixem Hall. | 

“ At noon, or thereabouts, his patience is rewarded. The | 
delivery van arrives, and Runcorn from his post of vantage in | 

| 
| 
i 


м 
| 
| 
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D 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


the plantation sees the packing-case unloaded from it. Не. 
also sees the worthy Bowles superintend the carrying of the 
case into the harrtess room. The lorry drives away, and Bowles, 
having locked the harness room door, returns to the house with 
the key in his pocket. S . 
“ Runcorn waits till all is clear, then nips back to the place ` 
where his car is hidden. Не has still an hour at his disposal, 
until one o'clock, when, as I have explained, а. perfect oppor- 
-tunity would exist for driving to the stables unseen. He starts | 
up the car, still with the body іп it, of course, and times himself 
to reach the stables at a few minutes after one. | 
“Tve told you that the lock on the harness room door is 
not а very intricate affair. But I don't suppose that Runcorn | 
left anything to chance. Bowles said that the key had been. | 
left in the lock for a long time. It would have been the smplest 1 
thing.in the world for Runcorn to have taken it out, had a | 
duplicate made from it, and put it back again. And no doubt ^ | 
he had that duplicate in his pocket on Friday. he : 
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Ы The rest was easy. He could drive the car right into the stable 
yard without the remotest chance cf anyone in the house seeing 
or hearing him. And at that time of day there would be nobody 
about the estate. They would all be having their dinners. 
It would only have taken Runcorn a few minutes to unscrew 
the nuts holding the lid of the case, lift out the figures and carry 
these to the car, take back the body and bundle it into the case, 
and finally screw the lid on again. This done, he had only to 
lock the harness room door and drive away.” 

“Не had ‘rather more to do than that,” Merrion objected. 
“ He had to catch the Amaranth before she sailed from Southamp- 
ton. And he had less than five hours in which to do it." 

“Plenty of time," Arnold replied. “Not in the car, of 
course. But there are such things as aeroplanes, you know. 
He had probably arranged for one.to be ready ior him at 
the Newcastle aerodrome. I'll have inquiries made about 
that.” : 

“ I should,” said Merrion. “ Well, you've put up a plausible 
enough theory, I suppose, But this is what I should like to 
know. Why did Runcorn go to all that trouble to deposit 
the body in the packing-case, where it was bound to be discovered 
sooner or later? You say the country round Brixem Hall 
is wild. Why. didn’t he just dump the body in some unfre- 
quented spot? А ravine, or some such place.” 

“ Bodies have come to light, even in ravines,” Arnold replied 
darkly. “ You ought to know that. And Runcorn didn't 
intend that the body should ever be discovered. The mistake 
he made was not taking into account the sense of smell of Yates, 
the chauffeur. Look here, it all seems plain enough to me. 
Runcorn expected to find the body still safely. in the packing- 
case when he came back from his cruise. А bit deteriorated, 
certainly, but all the same securely there. Remember the 
precautions he had taken to this effect. He had given his orders 
to Bowles in such a way that the butler was bound to put the | 
case in the harness room. It was to remain there, out of the? 
way of a possibly inquisitive wife and family, until Runcorn’s 
' return. And he can never for a moment have supposed that 

anyone else would have the temerity to open it. 

°“ “His plan, I have no doubt, was this. When he came back 
from his cruise, he would have dissected the body at his leisure. | 
He would have disposed of the parts by scattering them about 
the countryside, some here and some there, where they would 
never be found by human beings, at all events: It’s very much 
easier to dispose of parts of a body than a whole corpse." 

“ Then Westerby wasn't murdered as a sequel to his quarrel 
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' What do you mean ? ” Arnold asked suspiciously. - * The 
quarrel supplies Runcorn's fmotive. What other reason could 
he have had for murdering Westerby ? "' . 

. " That'we don’t know,” Merrion replied. “ But you've been 
to some pains to set out the various preparations made in advance 
by Runcorn. All these preparations must have been made 
before his interview with Westerby at Slinton on Thursday 
morning. ‘Therefore one must assume that he meant to murder 
him anyhow, quarrel or no quarrel.” 

- This obvious truth disconcerted Arnold for a moment or two. 
But suddenly his face brightened. “ I've got it ! ” he exclaimed. 
* They'd had a previous quarrel, when they met at Godstone 


Street. Moreling told me about it. We don't know what it 


was all about, but it seems pretty obvious that Westerby ob- 


jected to something that Runcorn wanted to do. And, pre- 
sumably, with Westerby out of the way, Runcorn would be 
free to act. z : 
` “So, before he left home on Wednesday, he made all prepara- 
tions for what he thought would be a safe and effective murder. 
But, before proceeding to extremes, he decided on a last attempt 
to make Westerby see reason. No man, I suppose, cares to 
commit an unnecessary murder, especially when the intended 
victim is a life-long friend. So, on Thursday, he interviews 
Westerby for the last time. And Westerby, by his refusal to 
agree with him, signed his own death warrant, though he didn’t 
ow it.” 

“ Yes, that’s. a possible explanation," said Merrion, without 
much enthusiasm. “ But somehow I've got a feeling that things 
didn’t happen exactly as you have reconstructed them. I’ve no 
quarrel with your description of hqw the murder was committed. 
But somehow І. can’t quite visualise the scene in the stable 
yard at one o’clock next day.” 

“Then you'd better suggest a better one," Arnold replied 
somewhat sulkily. ' But you may just as well admit, once 
‘and for all, that Runcorn must have been the criminal.” 


«Т don't admit it for a moment," said Merrion. “What about 


the shabby gentleman? Where does he come in? It seems 
to me that he had every opportunity of murdering Westerby.” 
. “Perhaps he had. If we ever find out who he was, he may 
be able to tell us quite a lot of interesting things. But tell me 
this. How could the shabby gentleman have known that the 
packing-case would be put in the harness room at Brixem 
Hall on Friday morning? And if by some miracle he had 


obtained this information, what means he had of conveying the . - 


body there ? ” 
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. . ۰ 
for him ? " Merrion asked. '' Yes, I know all the objections to 
the theory of the packing-case having been tampered with on 
the road. But, all the same, I wouldn't lose sight of that remote 
possibility.” - 

* I.haven't," Arnold replied. “I’m going to interview the 
driver of the lorry to-morrow. And if he reports that anything 
. unusual happened to him that night, I'll investigate the matter." 

“Tve just thought of one way the dodge could have been 
worked," Merrion exclaimed. “Тһе murderer had been to see 
Aylesworth in his studio and had taken particular notice of the 
packing-cases he used. He has one made exactly like them, 
puts it in his car, or more probably straps it on the luggage grid, 
and drives to Slinton. Here he kills Westerby, and puts the 
body in the case he has with him. Then he drives to some 
point on the Great North Road and waits for the Newcastle- 
bound lorry.’ ; 

“ When the lorry comes along he stops it, and explains to 
the driver that a mistake has been made about the packing-case 
he picked up at the house in Caroline Avenue. The wrong one 
was loaded up in error. He goes on to say that he has brought 
the proper case, which can be loaded into the lorry then and 
there. The wrong one he will take back to London himself. 
The driver agrees, and one case is substituted for the other." . 

Arnold smiled rather wearily. “ Does your imagination 
never fail you?” he asked. “But don't you see that your 
theory is only possible on condition that the murderer was 
someone who had authority with the driver? He wouldnt . 
have consented to change the packing-case round at the request - 
ofany casualstranger. So back we come to Runcorn once more. 

* Y'm not so sure about that,” said Merrion. ,“ What if the: 
lorry driver was in the. plot ? . I agree with you that it is most 
unlikely that he would-have connived at murder. But suppose 
that he had been approached beforehand with a story something 
like this. The statuary he was to collect at Caroline Avenue 
had been cast out of solid silver. A case had béen prepared 
containing stones of the same weight. If the driver would 
agree to the changing of the cases on the road, he should sharé 
in the swag. He would run very little risk by agreeing. He 
would only have to swear blind that he had never stopped on 
the road, and it would be supposed that the dirty work had been 
done after the proper case had been delivered at Brixem Hall. 

Arnold shrugged his shoulders. “Fairy tales, he said 
contemptuously. “No, Runcorn’s our man. there’s no getting 
away from it.” А e ; 24 

Merrion laughed. “If I'm imaginative, you're stubborn, 
he replied. “Can't you see that your insistence on Runcorn's © 
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guilt leaves the highly significant visits of the shabby gentleman 


to The Old Cottage clean out of the picture? Now, if he turns 
out to be Horstead, as I’nf pretty sure he will, his presence at 
Slinton that evening seems highly suspicious. А 
“You outlined just now a theory of Runcorn’s behaviour 
after the crime. I’m going to adopt that theory with a few 
variations, and substituting Horstead for Runcorn. Horstead 
put the body in his car and drove with it to the neighbourhood 


: of Brixem Hall. He hid the car and body in some convenient: 


spot, then set out on foot to watch the approaches. Perhaps 
he concealed himself in the plantation you spoke about. From 
here he saw the arrival of the delivery van and watched the 
packing-case being stowed away in the harness room. And he 
discovered that, as you said, he could drive a car up to the 
stables without being seen from the house. 


“ Now, Runcorn’s only opportunity of effecting the substitu- ' 


tion was between one and two on Friday afternoon, for he had 
to catch the Amaranth that evening. But Horstead wasn't as 
rushed as all that. He had practically unlimited time, at his 
disposal. I don't think he, or any one else, for that matter, 
would have ventured to drive a body about the countryside in 
the middle of the day. He probably waited until after dark 
on Friday evening. The chauffeur has his tea as well as his 
dinner up at the house, I suppose ? ” 

“ He certainly had his tea up there yesterday," Arnold replied. 

“Very well, that was Horstead’s opportunity. He drove 
the body to the stable yard after dark, and effected the sub- 
stitution then. I'll admit that it was unlikely he had a key to 
open the harness room door, but you said yourself that a piece 
of bent wire would do the trick. I think you'll have to admit 
that I've made out as good a case against Horstead as you have 
against Runcorn." ok 

2 Arnold yawned cavernously. “ I'm so utterly fagged out that 

I'm prepared to admit anything,” he replied. “ And I’ve gota 
pretty heavy day in front of me to-morrow. Thanks very much 
for your hospitality, but it’s high time I was getting home.” 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


An morning Arnold, recovered from his. fatigue, reached 
Чапа Yard earlier than usual. His first business concerned 
George Horstead. He was to be sought for, and if found, 
arrested on a charge of stealing four silver spoons from No. 9 


Godstone . treet, the residence of John Westerby, deceased.. . 


СС-0. Digitized by eGangotri. Kamalakar Mishra Collection, Varanasi 


a 


ы МЕ. WESTERBY MISSING 89 


Having issued these orders, Arnold made his way to the 
London depot of the Haynes Road Transport Company in the. 
Holloway Road. Е 

“Ah, here’ you are,” said the manager, as Arnold was intro- 
duced into his presence. “Tve got that driver, Chivers, here 
waiting for you. The room next door to this is empty. You 
can talk to him there if you like.” 

Chivers was summoned and Amold studied him intently. 
He was a sturdy, well-built fellow of between thirty and thirty- 
five, with a frank open expression and obvious sense of humour. 
Arnold introduced himself and began a series of general questions. 
He learnt that Chivers was the senior driver in the company's 
employ, having been with them close upon fifteen years. He 
had never had an accident and very, few breakdowns. Не 
always reckoned to start and finish his journey exactly on time. ` 

“That can't always be easy," Arnold remarked. “ How do 
you manage on a foggy night ? ” 

“ Well, you don't as a rule get it all the way,” Chivers replied. 
* If it's a bit thick when you leave here you're pretty sure to 
run out of it by the time you get to Barnet. Maybe you'll run 
into it again farther on, but that can’t be helped. You can 
usually manage to make up in the clear patches what you lose: 
in the fog. I don’t remember ever being half an hour late 
through fog, if that.” 

“Have you had much fog this autumn?” Arnold asked. 

“Мо, we've been very lucky so far. А іе haze now and 
ihen, maybe, but nothing to worry about. And this month's 
usually the worst. I've been lucky so far, touch wood.” 2 

“ What sort of a trip did you have to Newcastle on the night 
of the ninth ? "' : 

Chivers grinned. “ About the average, I expect,’ he replied. 
“You see, it's like this. I'm driving over the same road in 
one direction or the other two nights out of three. And one 

‘journey is much like another. You can't expect me to remember 
any particular one of them. Not unless something out of the 
way happens, that is.” UN 

“ Something out of the way did happen that evening," Arnold 
remarked. “After you left the depot here you called at a house 
in Caroline Avenue for а packing-case ? "' 

“That’s right," Chivers replied. “ But I couldn't have told 
you what evening it was. I had a nice clear run to Newcastle 
that night. There wasn’t any fog about so far as I can recollect. 
But it was dark as pitch, I remember. No moon and the sky over- 
cast. Still, if you've got good lights that's no great hindrance.” 

E remember helping to load the packing-case, I dare 
say n. К 3 . j 
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SIT. E 
“ Yes, I remember that well enough. I'd been told to drive | 
up to the back entrance of the house, and a narrow alley it was, | s 
just enough room for my lorry and no more. And when I got í 
there, there was a chap waiting for me. He took me into what _ | 
he called the studio and showed me the case. We got it out | 
between us and loaded it up.” | 
' Before you could load it up you had to unlock the door 
‘of the lorry ? ” 
oe АУРУ yes naturally,” Chivers replied. “ But there wasn't 


any difficulty about that for I always carry my key, of course.” |; 
“ And you locked the door again after you had got the case 

safely loaded ? "' Қ 
“ What do you think? There would have been a fine to-do A 


if the door had been found. unlocked when I got to Newcastle. 
Tt would have meant the sack for me in spite of the time I've 
been with the firm. You bet that I took care the door was 
locked before I started the lorry up again." : -N 

“Тее. And then you drove straight on to Newcastle without | 
stopping anywhere else? ” 

Chivers looked at Arnold in evident amusement. 

“The firm aren't exactly slave drivers, Inspector,” he replied. 
* Why, you wouldn't expect a chap to drive a lorry for twelve 
hours without stopping, would you? No, I had my regular 
half hour rest like I always do. Those are our orders. We've 
got to rest for half an hour or longer if we've got the time in 
hand. And we've got to show it in our log book too." 

“Where did you have your rest? " Arnold asked. 4 

“Why, where I always do," Chivers replied. ‘At Mence's Ё 
Pull-up, not far this side of Retford.” ; | 

“ And what is Мепсе 5 Pull-up ? ” ; 

“ Why, it's a place that keeps open all night for chaps like 1 
me. „You can get pretty well everything you want there, - n 
barring liquor, of course. Теа, coffee, cocoa, hot sausages and | 
that sort of thing. ВШ Mence was Yard foreman here at one 
time and when he retired he took this place and fitted it up. 
There’s Bill himself, his missus and their two daughters. And 
a pretty good thing they make of it, I should judge. I wouldn't 
mind going in for the same thing myself if I could find the right 
pitch and had a bit of money to start with." | 

d What do you do with the lorry when youstopatthisplace? "  : 

Oh, there are some trees pretty nearly opposite the shack, 
on the other side of the road. We can park under them clear 
of the road. Bill's got some arrangement for that with the 
Council, I believe. Anyway, we are clear of the road and out 
of the way, so we needn't keep our lights switched on. And ~ 
that saves the batteries quite a lot." ` 
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“ Have you any idea what time it was when you stopped 


‘at Mence’s Pull-up ? " Arnold asked 


“Т can tell you exactly if I look at my log book," Chivers 
replied. “ It’s downstairs in the office. ТШ fetch it, if you like.” 

‘Arnold nodded and Chivers disappeared. He reappeared a 
few minutes later with the log book. ` : 

“Неге you are,” he said, "it's all put down. Thursday, 
November oth. Left London depot 7-30 p.m. Reached No. 15* 
Caroline Avenue, 7-45. Loaded packing-case entered as No. 45 
on way bill. Started again 7-55. 

* Now we come to Friday, November 1oth. Reached M.P.U., 
that's Mence's Pull-up, 1-38 a.m. Started again 2,30. Reached 
Newcastle depot 7-42. Must have had a pretty clear run that 
night by the look of it.” : 

“Tell me exactly what you did when you stopped at the 


everything was all right, you know. Looked at the tyres, 


. . took off the radiator cap, saw that the door was properly locked, 


and that sort of thing. Then I went across the road to the 


` shack and ordered what I wanted. The grub there’s always 


good, Bill's missus sees to that." E 

<“ What did you have ? ” Arnold asked. ` 

“Same as I always do. А mug of cocoa and a couple of 
faggots. You can't get faggots anywhere else like the ones 
Bill's missus makes." 5 

“ You don't happen to remember if there was anyone else 
in the place, do you ? - ; - i 

“Т should have remembered if there hadn’t been. Theres 
always two or three of us driver chaps in there about that time. 
Nine times out of ten I meet my mate Alf in there. If I'm driving 
from London to Newcastle he's driving from Newcastle to 


` London, and the other way round, See?" 


* Ves, I seo," Arnold replied. “ Did you reet Alf on that 


` particular night ? "' 


“Must have done, for I don't remember missing him any 
night I've been on duty this month. We always have a yarn 
and a game of darts if we're not pressed for time. He usually 
manages to get there about the same time as I do, for Bill Mence s 
place is pretty nearly exactly half-way between the two depots. 
It’s handy meeting him, for he can tell me if it's all clear where 
I'm going and I can do the same for him. It must have been 
clear enough that night if I didn't leave Bill's place till 2-30 
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n 
Alf had told me that he'd come through any fog between New- 
castle and Bill's place I should have started off before half-past 
two.” ` . 
“ What do you do when you get to the Newcastle depot ? ” 

* Drive into the yard and hand over my way bill, log book 
and key to the yard foreman, then I go off to get my breakfast 
and to sleep. I'm not responsible for the lorry after I've handed 
it over. It's all ready for me to take over again when I come 
on duty that evening." E 

"Isee," said Arnold. “Now I want you to consider very 
carefully what I'm going to ask you. Would it be possible for 
anyone to tamper with the contents of your lorry while you 
were in Mence's Pull-up ? " 

Chivers shook his head vigorously. “ Couldn't be done," he 
replied. “ The door's locked and I've got the key in my pocket.” 

"I haye known locks to be picked before now," Arnold 
remarked. x 

“ Not the locks that are fitted to our lorries, you haven't," 
Chivers replied. “ They're very tricky concerns, and every key 
is numbered. And even if anyone did manage to pick the 
lock and get the door open he wouldn't be able to lock it up 
again. And when the lorry got to the end of its journey the 
yard foreman would very soon see that somebody had been 
playing tricks. And the driver would be on the mat all right, 
I promise you. It’s never happened to me yet and I'll take jolly 


` good care that it doesn't happen in the future.” 


“ You never carry passengers, I suppose ? " 


"No, it's against orders. I won't say that there aren't 


exceptions sometimes. I remember once being hailed by a 
gentleman whose car had skidded into the ditch. He wanted 


. me to pull him out but I told him it was as much as my job 


was worth to stop for that. So I gave him a lift as far as the 
next garage we came to." 


“That didn't go into the log book, I suppose?" Arnold 
suggested. 


Chivers smiled. “ No need to," he replied. “I wasn’t delayed 


more than a couple of minutes all told. And the fellow gave“ 


me five bob for the ride, so I didn't-do so badly.” 


“You didn’t by any chance pick an one on the night 
we're talking about ? 2d Р Ма Е 


“No, that I didn’t. As it ha Ih "t picked - 
Que SD Chis year" ppens 1 havent picked any 


“ And you didn't stop anywhere on the road except at Mence's 


Pull-up? 


a 


Chivers shook his head. “ Мо, I never do,” he replied. 
Arnold glanced at his watch. '' Well, Chivers, I’m much 
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1 
obliged to you," he said. “І won't keep you‘any longer, for 
I expect you want to get off to youn sleep.” 

cies went off and Arnold strolled back to the manager's 
office. : 
“Well, did you find out what you wanted to know?” the 
manager asked. "ifs : 

“Yes, up to a point," Arnold replied. “ Chivers told me 
that he always stopped at a place he calls Mence's Pull-up. 
His log book shows that he was there for the best part of an 
hour that night. There’s nothing unusual about that I sup- 

jose ? " т Í 

- “ Nothing at all,” the manager replied. “ Тһе drivers have 
orders to stop for at least half an hour. Even if they're running - 
late they’re bound to do this. And it rests with them where 
they stop and for how long, so long as they turn up on time 
at the other end. The chaps whose route lies along the’Great 
North Road always use Bill Mence's place, for they know him. 

“ Tt struck me that the packing-case might have been tampered 
with whilst Chivers was having his refreshment,” said Arnold. 
** But he seems convinced that that is quite impossible.” 

* So it is," the manager replied. '' The locks on our lorries 
are specially made for us. We can't afford the risk of pilfering, 
you know. The locks are all interchangeable so that the same 
key will open them all’ f 

‘I should like to know as much as you can tell me about 
those keys.” 

“That’s easily done. To begin with, they are all numbered. 
Each depot holds a stock of them for which the local manager is 
responsible. I have six, for instance. The yard foreman has 
one which he returns to me when it is not in use. Each driver | 
before he goes out is given & key, together with his way bill 
and log book. The number of the key is noted and he signs 
for it. When he gets to the end of his journey he hands in the 
key at the depot there and is given a receipt for i. So some 
definite person is always responsible for each individual key.. 
And it’s no good that person spinning a yarn about his having 
mislaid his key.”. 

“ Has a key ever been mislaid ? " Arnold asked. 

“Yes, once. Five or six years аро it must have been. One 
of our drivers who, in my opinion, was never quite all there, 
came into the Leeds depot one morning with a story that he'd 
lost.his key. And what do you think happened ? "' 

Arnold smiled. “ Ructions, I expect," he replied. 

.“ Ructions indeed. То begin with the driver was fired оп 


` the spot. And the next thing was that as each lorry came in 


the lock was altered by the makers. Once the alteration was 
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made the old set of keys Wouldn't open it, of course. . A new 
set of keys was issued and, we haven't had any trouble since, 
lm thankful to say. ГІ show you опе of them if you 
like." қ 
` He opened the office safe and produced a stout steel key. 
“There you are," he continued. “ You won't find a key like 
that even amongst a burglar’s outfit, ТЇЇ warrant. Well now, is. 
there anything more I can do for you this morning, Inspector ? "' 
Arnold thanked the manager and went back to Scotland Yard 
well satisfied with his investigations. He had been rather more 
disturbed by Merrion's suggestion that the case might have been 
` tampered with en route than he had cared to admit. And now 
that possibility could be thrust aside. The precautions taken 
by the transport company were too thorough to admit of it. 
When Arnold reached Scotland Yard he was informed by 
the detective-sergeant on duty that a gentleman was waiting 
to see him. “ Не called and asked for the officer who was in- 
vestigating the murder of Mr. Westerby, sir," said the sergeant. 
“Т said that you were, but that you didn't happen to be at the 
Yard for the moment. He asked when you would be: back 
and I said I didn't think it would be very long. He's in the 
waiting-room now, sir. Will you see him?” 
“ Yes, I'll see him," Arnold replied. '' You asked him his 
name, I suppose ? ” 
“Yes, sir. He said that his name was Mr. Bittern.” 
Arnold frowned. When had he heard that. name before? 
When he was interviewing Aylesworth yesterday afternoon, of 
course. Mr. Bittern, Westerby's solicitor. The very man he 
wanted to see. ' 
“ Right," he replied. “ Show hinî up to my room in five 
minutes’ time.” | А 
After the appointed interval, Mr. Bittern was announced. 
He was stout, middle-aged and inclined to bluster. He looked 
Arnold up „and down superciliously. “ Inspector Arnold, I 
„believe ? ” he said. 
я “At your service, Mr. Bittern," Arnold replied. urbanely. 
* Won't you sit down. I'm very glad of the opportunity of 
meeting you." 
4 You ought to have taken the trouble to meet me before this,” 
- Mr. Bittern said. I consider that the behaviour of the police 
has been most unprofessional. The first I hear of a client of 
mine being murdered is when I read a report of the inquest in 
The Times this morning. Why was I not informed earlier, I 
should like to know ? ” х j к 
I'm very sorry, Mr. Bittern,” Arnold replied. “It was 
only yesterday afternoon that I learnt that you were Mr. Wes- 
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terby’s solicitor. It was my intention to ring you up this morn- 
ing and ask for an interview with ybu.” 2 

* An interview with me? -What for? I can’t tell you 
anything about this affair. Why, it must be three weeks ago 
that I last saw Westerby.” ? : 

* You will, however, be able to tell me something about his 
affairs. At present we know very little of them. Mr. Westerby 
was, I gather, a comparatively wealthy man." . 

Mr. Bittern, whose indignation appeared to be:evaporating, 
suddenly sat down. 4 

“Comparatively wealthy ! Yes, I should say so. His wife - 
left him £120,000. And Westerby wasn't a man to squander ~ 
money. I expect his will will be proved at a good deal more 
than that.” | 

“ Had Mr. Westerby money of his own besides what his wife - 
left: him ? " Arnold asked. . ; 

* Precious little. A couple of hundred a year or so perhaps. 
He married a Miss Horstead, whosé father had made a lot of 
money up in the North of England somewhere. He had only 
two children, a son and a daughter, and when he died he divided 
his fortune equally between them. But don’t you run away 
with the idea that Westerby married for money. He married 
for love if any man ever did. He was utterly heart-broken. 
when his wife died after they'd only been married for a couple 
of years.” ; * 

“Тат given to understand that Mr. Westerby's brother-in- 
law ran through his share of his father’s fortune in pretty. quick 

-time,’’.Arnold remarked. : 

* That's quite true. You can take it from me that George 
Horstead.is a wastrel. He played ducks and drakes with 
everything he’s got, then started sponging on Westerby. And 
Westerby couldn’t be dissuaded to turn him down, for the senti- 
mental reason that he was his dead wife's brother. Nothing but 
foolishness, as I've told him often enough." UMP 

“Апа Mr. Westerbys nephew, William Aylesworth, what 
of him ? ” Arnold asked. : i p 

Mr. Bittern frowned. “І have no very high opinion of 

` young Aylesworth,” he replied. * He may bea very promising 
sculptor. People who ought to know tell me that he is.. But 
that's no reason why he should behave as if he had the right 
to do exactly what he pleases. Westerby very greatly disap- 
proved of some of his goings-on. „Well, the young fool will 
suffer for it.” zh - с 

“Financially, you mean?” Arnold asked. Naturally I'm 
very anxious. to learn the provisions of Mr. Westerby’s will 
The motive for his murder is at present somewhat obscure." 
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Mr. Bittern puffed out his cheeks. “My -dear sir!” he 
exclaimed. “ Are you suggesting the possibility of one of the 
beneficiaries under the will being the murderer ? ” г 

“Im suggesting nothing, Mr. Bittern,” Arnold replied, 
“ But I'm bound to take every existing motive into considera- 
tion." 

Mr. Bittern looked a trifle doubtful. “Strictly speaking. 
I have no business to discuss the affairs of my client, even with 
the police," he said. '' However, if you can assure me that by 
doing so I shall assist your investigations, I have no objection 
to giving you such facts as are within my knowledge.” 

“It would be of the very greatest assistance to me if you 
would do so," Arnold replied politely. : 

“ Very well, then. Soon after his wife's death I drew up a 
wil under Westerby's instructions. It was quite a simple 
document and its main provisions -were these. Westerby’s 
estate was to be divided equally between his nephew and his 
niece.. His house іп Godstone Street, however, was not included 
in the estate but was left to his niece, Miss Alice Westerby, 
who was at that time living with him.” 2 

“She has since married and become Mrs. Fenton, has she - 
not ? " Arnold asked. 

" That is quite. correct. I've always been sorry for that 
woman. Shemarried a man without a penny piece, in spite of 
Westerby's efforts to dissuade her. He told her, before the 
wedding, that she needn't expect any help from him and he has 
always kept his word. In principle, I mean. I have no doubt 
that he has given her presents from time to time when things 
were particularly tight for her. But hehasnever made her a 
regular allowance. However, she'll be-all right now. I only 
hope her sudden good fortune worf't go to her head. : 

“ That will stood until about eighteen months ago. Then 

_ one day Westerby came to see me. His nephew's wife had 
sued him for-divorce and Westerby was very much scandalised 
by some of the evidence which was given in the case. Mind 
you, Westerby wasn't in any sense a Puritan, but he was a 
gentleman. The actual divorce didn't worry him, it was merely | 
the incidents which had led up to it. He told me that never 
again in his life could he feel any sort of affection for his ne- 
phew. He proposed to remain on friendly terms with him, for 
he saw no point in an open rupture. But he felt that when he 

. died there would be other people more deserving of his money. 

You must realise that conditions had chànged.a bit since 

Westerby had made his first will. His niece Alice was now a 

married woman, struggling along as best she could with four 


delicate children and an impecunious, busbandi. And, (George 
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Horstead had run through the last of his father’s fortune and 
was in a permanent state of being on the rocks. On the other 
hand, William Aylesworth's father had died and left him a few 
hundreds a year. Not only that, he had made something of a 
success of his profession, or art, or whatever you like to call it. 
Not only had he received very favourable notices from the 
critics, but he had actually sold some of his stuff. Westerby 
had helped him there, I’m bound to say. He had introduced 
him to several of his triends who had money to spend, and, I 
dare say out of compliment to Westerby, they bought. Paul 
Runcorn, who owns Brixem Hall, was one of them. How is 
he linked up in all this, Inspector ? ” 

Arnold shook his head. “ГІ admit that’s a puzzle at рсе) 
sent," he replied. “ You were going to tell me about Mr. 
Westerby's visit to you eighteen months ago." : ` 

“Well, it came to this. He told me that having thought 
the matter over very carefully he had decided to make a new ` 
will For the various reasons that he had explained he did 
not feel disposed to allow William Aylesworth to share in his 
estate. His conduct had not been such that would suggest 
that he would make good use of the money. It would be far 
better for him to depend upon such income as he already had 
and his own skill. If he found at any time that he had no 
longer any need to work he would very possibly abandon his 
career. . 

“Then he talked to me about George. Horstead. He said 
that, however much he might deplore his shiftlessness, he could 
not think of allowing his wife's brother to exist indefinitely 
as а pauper. Westerby аё first suggested that Horstead should 
be given a legacy of £20,000, As Westerby's legal adviser I 
opposed this suggestion, very strongly. I pointed out that the 
more money Horstead had, the more quickly he would spend it. 
Finally, I was able to persuade Westerby to this arrangement. 
A sum of £10,000 was to be set aside out of the estate and ex- 
pended in the purchase of an annuity for Horstead. This would? 
assure him a certain income, and he would be unable to squan- 


der the capital.” 


* Can you giye me any idea of what the income would amount : 
to ? " Arnold asked. TELE 

“Somewhere in the neighbourhood -of four hundred a 
yearIshould.imagine," Mr. Bittern replied. “A single man 
ought to be able to support himself decently on that. 

“Then the question of Moreling, Westerby's valet, arose. 
Westerby said that he had been with him many years and had 
always proved himself a faithful and reliable servant. Under 


the original will provision had been made for a payment to 
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Moreling of a year’s salary {г Westerby’s death, but now Wester- 
by said that Moreling delerved something better than that. 
He suggested a legacy to him of a thousand pounds, free of duty, 
His idea was that if Moreling cared to set up a small business 
ofhisown, he would have a little capital behind him. These 
legacies and certain other charitable bequests having been pro- 
vided for, Mrs. Fenton was to be the residuary legatee. I 
drew up a will to this effect which was signed and witnessed. 
The first will was then destroyed in my presence. I may say 
that in both wills, the first and the second, Mr, Westerby ap- 
pointed me and my partner as his executors.” : ae 

“Ву the provisions of the second will Aylesworth gets nothing 
whatever then ? ” said Arnold. 

* Nothing substantial,” Mr. Bittern replied. “There is a 


. provision that if The Old Cottage at Slinton-on-Trent should 


be in Mr, Westerby’s possession at the time of his death, it 
should be bequeathed to his nephew. Mr. Westerby said that it 
would be a good thing for him to have a place in the country 

-Where he could get away at intervals from the distractions of 
London.” ; 

* Apart from Mr. Westerby's relations, are none of his friends 
mentioned in the will ? ” Arnold asked. 

. “Not specifically,” Mr. Bittern replied. “ A wish is expressed . 
that the residuary legatee will allow any old friends of the testator 
to choose any chattel from the house in Godstone Street. But 
none of these friends are mentioned by name." 

x І see. Is the will in your possession, Mr. Bittern ? ” 

No, it is not. Westerby preferred to keep it in his own 
custody. However, I know exactly where to find it. It is in a 
ner steel сае in уру library at Godstone Street. Acting 
as Westerby’s executor roposé, after I leave here, to go 
Godstone Street and fetch pe 4 ey 

s Would you object to my coming with you ? " Arnold asked. 

I should be very glad of your company. Is there any 
Particular reason why you wish to come with ше?” 

а Arnold smiled. . “I was thinking about the safe," he replied. 

Have you the key ? "' 

.-I? Мо, of course not. Mr. Westerby always carried it ' 
wh „him. On the bunch with his latchkey, and so 
pace rather thought that would be the case,” said Arnold. 

And Рт sorry to say that Mr. Westerby's keys are not forth- 
coming. When his body was found the. pockets of the clothes 
he was wearing were completely empty.” 
on Dear me. I hadn't thought of that,” Mr. Bittern exclaimed.. 
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Arnold shookhishead. “I’m afrafd not,” he replied. ''Short- 
| ly after Mr. Westerby’s disappearance, Superintendent Lorimer 

| of Gainsborough and myself searched The Old Cottage pretty 
thoroughly.- The object of our search was not, of course, the 
keys, but a wallet which, as we were informed, contained a 
considerable sum of money. But-if the keys had been lying 
anywhere we Should have been certain to find them. Perhaps 
Moreling may know of the existence of a duplicate key. Shall | 
we go along and see him ? ” ; 


. Q 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


| 
| WHEN Mr. Bittern. and Arnold reached No. 9 Godstone Street 
| ' they found that Moreling had returned. Having given his 
|9 evidence of identification at the inquest he had caught a late 
train from Newcastle to London. He looked rather downcast, 
| but smiled wanly as he recognised the lawyer. 
| “ Well, Moreling, bad business this,” said Мг. Bittern. 
| “ You look as if you'd had a shock, as I'm sure we all have." 
| * I've lost the kindliest master any man could ever have, sir,” 
| Moreling replied simply. f 
| “І know you have, and I've lost a very sincere friend. But 
| we've got to carry on as best we can. I am here in the `; 
capacity as Mr. Westerby’s executor. You won’t mind if the 
Inspector and I go up to the library, will you?” ° : 
“There isn't a fire up there, sir," Moreling replied. “PH 
get one lighted at once if you Шке?” : 
| - “ You needn't worry, thanks. I don't suppose we shall be 
there very long." A z . Е 
| And with that Mr. Bittern and Arnold walked upstairs to 
| the first floor. a I 
| The library, which was the biggest room in the house, was 
| stocked with books and coloured drawings of birds. It was^ 
| extremely comfortably furnished, showing that Mr. Westerby 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


had been а man who appreciated luxury. “He always used 
this room when he was at home," Mr. Bittern explained. . " He 
used to say.that he had got everything about him here and could 
amuse himself as he pleased. And that's the safe, standing on 
the pedestal between the two bookshelves over there." 
The safe was quite a small affair, not more than eighteen 
inches square and а foot deep.” It had rather an old-fashioned 
„ appearance and bore the makers’ name on a plate attached to it, 
Huntley & Sons. Mr. Bittern tried the handle. The safe was 
locked : OR 
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Не turned to Arnold. (That's a bit awkward," he said. 
** We'll have to get the makers to come and open it forus. There's 
a telephone downstairs, I'll look up their number and ring them 


dead." 

* But as his executor I have power to give those instructions," 
Mr. Bittern objected. E 

Arnold smiled. “No doubt," he replied. “But can you 
produce anything to show that Mr. Westerby appointed you his 
executor? It’s rather an awkward situation. Until you can 
open the safe you can't produce the wil. And until you can 
eru the wil you have no authority to open the 
safe." S : 

“Dear me,” exclaimed Mr. Bittern, thoughtfully. “Тһе 
situation had not struck me in that light. What am I to do? x. 

“ You’d better leave it to me, I think," Arnold replied. “ The 
makers will probably agree to open the safe on the instructions 
of an officer of Scotland Yard. That's why I suggested coming 
round here with you." 

“That is most kind of you, Inspector," said Mr. Bittern 
gratefully. “ But before putting you to that trouble shall we 
send for Moreling and ask him if he knows of à duplicate key ? "' 

“Ву all means," Arnold replied. He rang the bell and in a 
few seconds Moreling appeared. But upon being questioned 
he denied all knowledge of a second key to the safe. 

“There is.only опе and Mr. Westerby always carried that 
about him with, sir,” he said. “Не bought the safe second- 
hand not long after I came to him and I know only one key 
went with it. And I'm sure Mr. Westerby never had another 
one made, for there was no need. Не was the only person who 
ever used the safe.” 


с 2 Do you know what's in the safe, Moreling ?" Arnold asked. - 
Well, yes, sir, I do, for I've seen often Mr. Westerby open it. 


when I was in the room. There's his cheque book and some other 
papers.. And Mr. Westerby told me long ago that if anything 


} happened to him his will would be found in that safe.” 


“There. you аге!” Mr. Bittern exclaimed. “ Exactly what 
he told me. Well; Inspector, there’s nothing for it but for you 
to ring up the makers.” 

Arnold went downstairs to the telephone and returned a 
few minutes later. “It’s all right,” he said. “ The makers аге 
sending @ man round straight away. They agreed that he 
might openuitdnymuyapresenemalakar Mishra Collection, Varanasi 
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* [ assure you I'm duly grateful said Mr. Bittern. “ You 
will not mind, while we are waiting, lf I look through Westerby's 


. desk to see if there are any other papers which require my 


attention ? " 

Arnold raised no objection and for the next half hour he 
watched Mr. Bittern going through the contents of the desk, : 
putting some of them aside and replacing others. At the end 
of that period a doorbell rang, and after a short pause Moreling 
ushered into the room a grey-haired man carrying a bulky 


. leather bag. 


“The mechanic from Huntley's," Moreling announced. 

“ Good-morning," said Arnold politely. “ I am from Scotland 
Yard. Here's my card, which you'd better keep to show to 
your employers." He nodded towards the safe. “We want 
ton opened," he continued. ‘Do you think you can manage 
it?" 1 y 

The mechanic glanced at the safe and smiled scornfully. 
“ An old-fashioned thing like that? " he replied. They might 
have sent along one of the apprentices instead of taking me off 
my work. It'sa wonder folks trouble to put things in an affair 
like that. They're not much more difficult to open than a 
sardine tin." : 

So it appeared, for the mechanic, after selecting apparently 
at random, two or three tools from his bag, inserted these in 
quick succession into the lock. At the third application there 
was a click. He grasped the handle, turned it and the safe 
door swung open. : 

* Why, bless my soul! " Mr. Bittern exlcaimed in a shocked 
tone. “I had no idea a safe could be opened as easily as that.” 

“They can’t, all of them,” the mechanic replied. “ There's 
some made nowadays that you can’t open whatever you do. 
But these -old-fashioned contraptions are only fit to keep a 
young lady's love letters in. You won't be wanting me any 
more ‘now, I dare say ? " Е 

Mr. Bittern slipped the mechanic a ten-shilling note, and 
Moreling escorted him from the house. 

As soon as he and Arnold were alone again the lawyer extracted 


- the contents of the safe and laid them on a convenient table. 


He then went through them one by one. There was a cheque 
book, a sheaf of pass-book sheets, paying-in book, a number 
of insurance policies and various other documents. In addition 
to these was a wad of currency notes secured by a rubber band. 
But of Mr. Westerby’s will there was no trace. | MI 
“Well, that's most extraordinary," said Mr. Bittern. “I 
can't have overlooked anything, surely? I wish you would 


look for yourself, Inspector.” : 
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Arnold did so. The saje was completely empty. ` Апа it 
did not take him long to satisfy himself that none of the docu- 
ments removed from it was a will. 

Mr. Bittern sat down heavily in the nearest chair and stared 
at Arnold. ‘This is a most embarrassing situation," he said. 
** You don't suppose that Westerby can have taken his will with 
him when he went to Slinton, do you ?” - 

“Tt seems most unlikely," Arnold replied. “ As I told you, 
I assisted at a pretty thorough search of The Old Cottage a 
few days ago, when very few documents of any kind were found. 
Certainly not a will." ; 

“Then it must be somewhere in this house," Mr. Bittern 
exclaimed. “I told Westerby he'd much better leave it in 
my charge or send it to the bank for safe custody. But he 
wouldn't. Said he liked to keep it where it could be found 
without difficulty at his death. And I couldn't make him change 
his mind. He was apt to be obstinate about details like that." 

“Т shall be only too happy to assist you in a search of the 
house," said Arnold. “ But what is the legal position if the 
will should not be found?” — : 

“Oh, but that's ridiculous!" Mr. Bittern exclaimed. “I 
know very well that the will exists for I drew it up myself 
and Westerby signed it in my presence. And he told me himself 
some time later that he had locked it up in that safe. He must 
after all, have taken my advice and deposited it with his bank. 
Perhaps he was half ashamed to tell me he had done so, in view 
of his earlier insistence.” 

* Still; I should like to know what the position would be if 
the will had disappeared ? ” г 

Mr. Bittern shrugged his shoulders. “ Westerby would be 
deemed іо- have died intestate,” he replied. “Іп which case 
the estate, after deduction of death duties, would be divided 
equally between Aylesworth and Mrs. Fenton. But, of course, 
it won't come to that. Westerby’s bank is only just around the 
corner. If you will excuse me I will go now and interview the 
manager." i 
` Arnold, rather glad of the chance to inspect Mr. Westerby's 


papers at his leisure, remained іп the library. It was not many - 


minutes before he heard the front door open and close again. 
Supposing that it was Mr. Bittern returning, he took no notice, 
but, hearing the door of the library open, he looked up to see 
Moreling standing there. “ What is it 2 ” he asked. 

Mrs. Fenton has called, sir,” Moreling replied. “ She seems 
very much upset. I told her that Mr. Bittern was here and she 
said she would like to see him.” 


“ Mr, Bittern has just gone round to the bank," said Arnold. 
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` “You had better show Mrs. Fentgn up here. I should like 


to make her acquaintance." 

So Mr. Westerby's niece was shown into the library. She 
was a faded, harassed-looking woman who most certainly would 
never see thirty again. She stared at Arnold as though he 
were a ghost, and then sank abruptly into a chair. 

* Mr. Bittern will be back in a few minutes, Mrs. Fenton,” 
said Arnold. “ You called here to see him, I believe ? ”? 

She shook her head vaguely. ''No, not that exactly," she 
replied in a low and not unmusical voice. “ One of my neighbours 
showed me a* paper with that awful news in it. I couldn't 
believe it, so I came straight here to ask Moreling. It isn't 
really true that Uncle John’s been murdered, is іё?” 

She spoke as though appealing to Arnold to dispel the night- 
mare. But the Inspector hardened his heart. “ Гтп afraid it is 
true, Mrs. Fenton," he replied. “ Your uncle had been missing 
since last Wednesday week.” 

She seemed hardly to realise the significance of this word. 
* Missing ? " she exclaimed. “Oh, of course, I know that һе. 
wasn't here... He was at his cottage at Slinton in Lincolnshire. I 
had tea with him in this very room last Monday week and he told 
me that he was going to Slinton next day. He said that he 
would probably be away from London for at least a fortnight.” 

"5 pig he happen to mention Mr. Runcorn when you were last 
here ? ” : 

«І don't remember his saying anything about him. But he 
and Mr. Runcorn were old friends. . But he must have gone to 
see him, for the paper says that Uncle John's body was found . 
at Brixem Hall, and that's Mr. Runcorn's place. 

“ Have you ever been fo Brixem Hall, Mrs. Fenton? "^ 

“ Oh, yes, once or twice, but not recently. І used to live with 
Uncle John before I was married you know. And twice, or it 
may have been three times, we both went to stay with the 
Runcorns at Brixem Hall.” Mai а. 5 

“Нав your uncle ever spoken to you of any difference of . 


“Oh, yes, often. They were always quarelling over some 


- trifling thing that didn’t matter a bit. Not seriously, of course, 


but Mr. Runcorn is very hot tempered and if any one disagrees 
with him he goes right off the deep end. Most people give way 
to him for that very reason, but Uncle John never did. He 
wouldn't be browbeaten. And Mr. Runcorn, who was very 
fond of Uncle John, very soon got over his fits of temper and 
they were as good friends as before.” x \ 

"I see,” said Arnold. “I dare say you went to The Old 
Cottage when you lived with your uncle ? " , 
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“Оһ, yes, very often. Не always used to go there once or 
twice a year. Sometimes h> went alone, but more often than 
not I went with him." ; 

* Have you been to Slinton since your marriage ? "' 

She shook her head. “No. You see I couldn't leave Charlie 
and he couldn't get away from his work. · And then there are 
the children. The eldest is only seven, and I have to be always 
with them for I can't afford a nurse. And I couldn't have taken 
them with me, for Uncle John didn't like young children about 
the house." Қ 

“ бо that your husband has never been to Slinton ? " Arnold 
suggested. ; 

* Oh, no, never," she replied. ''It seems a dreadful thing 
to say now, but Charlie was never very good friends with Uncle 
John. You see to begin with Uncle John tried to persuade 
me not to marry him, and, of course, Charlie knew that. Then 
after we were married, Charlie thought that Uncle John might 
have helped us more than he did, seeing he could so well afford 
to. So Charlie kept away from here as much as he could. 
I really don't know when he was last in the house." 

“What’s is your husband's occupation, Mrs. Fenton ? " 

. * He's in the insurance business," she replied. “Апа so, 
of course, our income depends a good deal upon the commission 
he earns. We've had a hard struggle to keep our heads above 
water at times. In fact, now and then I've had to come here 
and ask Uncle John for money. He always gave it to me, but 
only on condition that I didn't tell Charlie." : 

Arnold felt that it was time to introduce the subject of Mrs. 
Fenton's expectations. 

A os your uncle ever speak to you about his will?” he 
asked. А n 
` This question seemed to embarrass her. “ Well, yes, he did,” 


` she replied hesitatingly. “It was when I was here last that 


Monday before he went away. I asked him if he could let me 
have five pounds. You see all the money I had had gone in 
paying rent and buying food. Charlie's very particular and 
wont eat anything but the best. And the two elder children 


were simply in rags. I was ashamed to let them go about. 


looking sas it. 

“Uncle John was quite sympathetic and gave me the moncy. 

But he told me that Charlie and I must realy try to live within 

our means. He said that if we couldn’t afford to bring up 

0ш children properly we should never have had them. And 
went on to say that he had more than an idea that Charlic 

was not only lazy but extravagant. It isn't true, really, but 


Charlie was accustomed to have everythin he wanted before | 
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his father lost all his money. Аа лоти poor dear, he simply 
can’t do without a few little luxurits. I told Uncle John that 
sooner or later Charlie was bound to be given a better position, 
and I asked him if he couldn’t help us with a regular allowance 
until then. I said that a hundred a year, or even less, would 
make all the difference. But Uncle John wouldn’t hear of it. 
He said that if he did that Charlie would only idle away his. 
time and earn a hundred a year less commission, and then we 
shouldn't be any better off.” 

“This conversation took place on Monday the 6th, I under- 
stand ? " saideArnold. “Did Mr. Westerby mention the subject 
of his will on that day ? " : 

“Yes, he did. It was after he told me that he wouldn't let 
us have an allowance. He went on to tell me that after he died 
I should be in a very different position. He had never forgotten 
all the scandal there was when Helen divorced Willie Ayles- 


worth. Не told me that after that he had altered his will. Under | 


the new will I was to. inherit the greater part of his money. But 
he warned me very seriously that if a. will could be altered once 
it could be altered again. ‘I think he meant that if Charlie 
and I didn't manage better that was just what would happen.’ 

* Did you tell your husband about your conversation with 
your uncle ? " Arnold asked. ` 

* Charlie always makes me tell him everything," she replied. 
* Y wrote to him on Monday evening after I got back from here. 
Oh, yes, and there wasone more thing Uncle John told me. 
He said that if ever anything happened to him his will would be: 
found in that safe over there. Oh, it’s been opened, I see.” 

“ Yes, it's been opened,” Arnold replied. “ Did your uncle 
tell you as recently as Monday the 6th that his will would be 
found in that safe ? ” . 

* Yes, he told me se distinctly. And he said that he'd told. 


- 


Mr. Bittern and Moreling so that if he died suddenly there 


- would be no possibility of confusion." 


“That was very thoughtful of him,” said Arnold. “Your 
husband's work lies entirely in London, .I suppose ? 
* Well, not entirely. The office sends him away to other 


- places sometimes. For instance, last week he was at Lincoln 


taking the place of a man there who was Ш. Не went there 
on the Saturday before I came here to see Uncle John. He 
didn’t come back till last Sunday. And he’s had a very expensive 


time, poor dear. He brought back hardly any money with: 


him, and really I don’t know how we are going to get through 

the week.” 

_ " Perhaps Mr. Bittern will be able to help you,” Arnold 

suggested. “ Does your husband use a car for his work ? 
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“Oh, по, he can't айог one himself and the office won’t 
provide one,” she replied. ** He uses a bicycle on his rounds. 
‘Oh, here is Mr. Bittern.” 

But the lawyer advanced no farther than. the doorway. 
“  Good-morning, Mrs. Fenton,” he said. “I should like to 
speak to you if you will excuse me for a few minutes first.” 
He beckoned to Arnold and the two walked out on to the landing, 
closing the door of the library behind them. 

“Tve seen the bank manager,” said Mr. Bittern irritably. 
"It's most extraordinary. He told me that he held certain 
Securities on Westerby’s behalf, but that he knew nothing about 
a will. He was good enough to send for the documents he held 
and we looked them over between us. He was quite right. 
The will wasn’t there. I wonder what in the world Westerby 
can have done with it ? ” 

"I've been talking to Mrs. Fenton," said Arnold. “ She 
says that Mr. Westerby told her as recently as Monday last 
week that if anything ever happened to him the will would be 
found in the safe.” 

“ Well, it wasn’t,” said the lawyer. “ What am I to do about 


Et? s 


“Tf you like I'll send а couple of expert searchers here, and 
they can go over the house from top to bottom," Arnold replied. 
`. “Td be very grateful if you would. Well, I suppose I'd better 
have a chat with Mrs. Fenton. Will or no will she’s a beneficiary. 

“ And it's time I was getting back to the Yard,” said Arnold. 
“ Just one more question, Mr. Bittern. Do you happen to 
know where Mr. Westerby’s brother-in-law, Mr. Horstead, is 
to be found ? " 


The lawyer shook his head emphatically. “І have no idea 


' whatever," he replied. “ To be quite candid, I have no use for 
George Horstead. He's usually to -be found hanging about 


ondon somewhere, I understand. If the will can't be found 
his expectations will vanish. And I can't say that I shall be 


` altogether sorry.” 


"THAT evenin 


“But that’s only 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


vening found Arnold once more in Merrion’s rooms 
recounting the latest developments of the case. He described 
his interview with Chivers, and his visit with Mr. Bittern to 
Godstone Street. : EP : 
So far we haven't laid our hands on Horstead," he continued. 


& matter of time, of course. Meanwhile, 
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I've been taking steps to get Runporn back to this country. 
. There are quite a lot of questions Ifwant to ask him." 

Merrion smiled. “What have you done about him?” he asked. 

“ІП tell you. I've been on to the owners of the Amaranth. 
Her.first port of call is Kingston, Jamaica, and she's due there 
next Wednesday. I cabled the authorities there to meet Run- 
corn as soon as he arrived and to tell him that Scotland Yard 
are particularly anxious to interview him. They'll see that he 
comes home by the first vessel leaving for England." 

“ Personally, I'm more interested in Horstead than I am in 
Runcorn,” Merrion replied. '' However, you're entitled to 
your own opinion, of course.” ` : 

“ Thank you," said Arnold dryly. “It isn't often that you 
make that concession. Anyway, we can dispose of your sug- 
gestion that the case was tampered with en route. I don't see 
any reason whatever to doubt Chivers' statement. And the 

` system of checking keys that I described to you disposes of the 
suggestion that any unauthorised person unlocked the lorry 
while it was parked outside Mence’s Pull-up.” 

“ Yes, I suppose it does,” Merrion replied. “ All the same, 
it’s curious that Mence's Pull-up should be a little distance 
south of Retford." 

“ Why is it curious ? " Arnold asked. 

“Because that particular spot can't be more than a dozen 
miles from Slinton as the crow flies. It's a fact that's worth 
remembering, if nothing else.” a 

“Til Sita what I’ve been thinking,” Arnold replied. 

* Mind you, I don’t for a moment believe that the case was 
opened until it was safely deposited in the harness room, But if 
any one could get hold of a key in spite of the system it would 
be a director of the firm. That’s reasonable, isn't it ? 

“Perfectly,” said Merrion. “ You haven't been able to find 
out whether Runcorn spent Thursday night in London or not, 
have you ? " 

= Not up to the present,” Arnold replied. “But I сап tell | | 
you something that will interest you. You will remember di =e 
When Runcorn got to London he was to leave:his car at the i 

` Wolseley depot for overhaul. I sent one of my chaps along to - | 
the depot and this is what he was told. The car is there now. 
Runcorn brought it in himself and gave the necessary instruc- 
tion utd 2 . ce М 

s Wel, then, there you are,” said Merrion. “That’s good 
enough, pe | E 3 

Arnold Eu maliciously. “ Ah, but wait a minute. The 

` car was not brought in until two o'clock on Friday afternoon. 


n . i 
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“Well, what about it? fff Runcorn was in London at two 
o'clock on Friday he can'tkhave been in the harness room at 
Brixem Hall between one and two. I should say Runcorn has. 
got as good an alibi as he could want." 

"It doesn't cover Thursday night when Mr. Westerby was 
murdered.” 

Merrion shook his head. '' You can’t have it all ways. Your 
theory is, or was, that Runcorn put the body in the case when it 
was in the harness room. It didn’t get there until somewhere 
about midday. And yet, apparently you're satisfied with the 
evidence that Runcorn was in London at two o'clock." 

“ I'm not altogether satisfied with the evidence. The manager 


: of the depot had never actually seen Runcorn béfore, though 


he had corresponded with him. The man who left the car 
ете said he was Mr. Paul Runcorn of Brixem Hall. But was 
e ? , 3 1 . 

"I don't know,” Merrion replied. “ But I wish you'd try 
to keep an open mind. So far Horstead hasn't prodüced au 
alibi at all. Nor, for that matter, has Mrs. Fenton’s husband." 

“I don't see where the impecunious Fenton comes in to the 
story," said Arnold. 

“Don’t you?” Merrion replied. “ That's because you never 
will take the trouble to study a map. I always have a map 
handy when you come and talk to me about your cases. Here 


22212. 


it is. 


He opened the map and took a Measurement. “I thought 
50,” he continued. -“ It’s only fourteen miles from Lilcoln to 
Slinton. And didn’t you tell me that it was at Lincoln that 
Renton spent the whole of last week ? ” 

“ Не hasn't got а car," Arnold objected. 

“Tt isn't necessary to possess 4 car in order to drive опе. 
They can be hired, borrowed, or even stelen. I wouldn't leave 
Fenton out of your calculations if I were you. And, of course, 
there's always that little matter of motive, Under Mr. Wester- 
by's will Mrs. Fenton becomes the residuary legatee to a con- 
Siderable sum of money." 


“Under the will,- es," Arnold agreed, “but the will 't 
been found yet." v E TTE олаш 


* Whether the will is found or not Mrs. Fenton will be a rich. 


woman. But it is rather curious that the will wasn't in the 
safe. , 1 wonder if there's any significance in that ? " 

I've been wondering the same thing all the afternoon. 
Vesterby told at least four people that when he died his will 

Would be found in the safe. . Those four people are, Mr. Bittern, 

William Aylesworth, Mrs. Fenton and Moreling. As recently 

as the day before he left Godstone Street, Westerby told Mrs. 
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he should have made this statement if it wasn’t true.” | 
“Who took the will from the safe ? ”. Merrion asked. “Mr. i 
Мету himself ог one of the other people who knew it was | 
there ? " i 
“That’s just what I'd like to know,” Arnold replied. “ Mind | 
you, there's no question of the safe having been forced. The | 
mechanic from the makers’ assured me that the lock had not | 
been tampered with. The safe had only been opened with its | 
proper key. . 5 

* Now, Westerby always carried the key on his bunch and 
it is morally certain that this was in his pocket when he was 
murdered. What the murderer may have done with it, we 
don't know." г 

* The bunch carried the latch key as well, I suppose?” 
Merrion suggested. ‘‘The person into whose possession it fell | 

a would be able to get into No. 9 Godstone Street and, having | 
got in, he could open the safe. But I dare say that possibility 
has already suggested itself to you ? ” 

“Tt has," Arnold replied. “But that theory doesn’t lead 
anywhere. What object had Runcorn in abstracting the will ? 
None whatever. And for that matter I don't see what oppor- 
tunity he could have had. A more likely theory is that there is 
a second key in existence, In spite of the fact that Moreling, 
who ought to know, swears that he has never seen one." 

- “Do you believe Moreling's statement about the duplicate 
key-? " Merrion asked. А : 

“I do, and for this reason. If he was lying it could only be 
because he had found a duplicate key and used it for his.own 
purposes. We found a bundle of notes in the safe, so mere 
theft was not his purpose. And any misplacement of the will 
could only work out to his disadvantage. If the will is not 
found he has no legal title to his legacy. . 2. : 

“ Another possibility is that Mr. Westerby entrusted a dupli- 
cate key to somebody else, possibly his nephew or. his niece? 
But this seems to be in the highest degree unlikely. His only 

.reason for doing so would be to provide against the loss Of his 
own key. But it would have been simpler and safer to deposit ' 
a duplicate key, if one existed, at the bank, While it was there 
there would be no risk of it being used improperly.” 

“ Yes, that would seem the most rational thing to do,”. Merrion | 
agreed. “Now, who had a motive for causing the will to 
disappear? How does that disappearance affect the various 
people concerned ? Mrs. Fenton, instead of getting all the 
plums, has to share them with her cousin. Moreling loses his 


legacy, unless itis, paid to, him 45 an, act ob grace, And. the 


Fenton this over again. And I ca] see no earthly reason why 
| 
| 
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elusive George Horstead М0 his annuity absolutely, for I 
don’t imagine that Westerby’s heirs would buy it for him. 
The only person who stands to gain anything is Aylesworth. 
But, as you have just said, I think it most unlikely that his 
uncle had entrusted him with a duplicate key. I’m inclined to 
think myself that the simplest explanation is the one to fit the 
case.” : З 3 

* What's that ? ” Arnold asked. 

* Why, that Westerby took the will out of the safe himself." 

“Where did he put it, then? I've had a couple of men 
searching the house all day and they haven't found it yet.” 

“Then it looks very much as though Westerby had destroyed 
it. Wait a minute, I believe I'm beginning to see daylight. 

The Monday before he left home his niece came to see Westerby. 
According to her own statement she produced her usual tale 
of woe and was told some home truths in return. Westerby 
had never liked Fenton, and as time went on he became more and. 
more convinced that he was a waster. He had helped his niece 
times without number, and she always seemed to be in some 
` fresh difficulty. 

“ It seems to me more than likely that that evening after she 
had gone; Westerby did a bit of thinking. By his second will 
he had cut out Aylesworth and left his share to Mrs. Fenton. 
He had done that, apparently as a gesture of his disapproval of 
Aylesworth's matrimonial affairs. 

“ But that evening he may well -have wondered whether he 
had done wisely. The improvident Fenton would certainly get 

. hold of his wife's money and would probably squander it-as 
rapidly as George Horstead had squandered his inheritance. 
This possibility could be guarded against to some extent by 
establishing a trust for Mrs. Fenton, but, to do so would entail 
the making of a fresh will. 

" And there was another consideration, too. The scandal 
of the divorce had come as a great shock to Westerby. But 
the effects of that shock must have been wearing off. He had 
acted impetuously under the influence of his disgust, but had he 
been quite fair? There are always two sides to a question, 
and perhaps after all something might be said in Aylesworth's 
favour. ‘Westerby may have thought that if he decided to 
make a third will, Aylesworth's name should figure in it once 
more. He would think the matter over while he was at Slinton 
and determine to what extent his nephew. should benefit. 

So in the end Westerby opened the safe, took out the will 
and put it in the fire. There was no time to have a fresh one 
drawn up before he left for Slinton, but that didn't matter 
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He would see Bittern as soon as hf. came back and give him 
2 2 5 | give Ып 
fresh instructions. Mrs. Fenton’s share to be put into trust, 


that was to be bought for him? Well, Westerby would sce 
about all that when he came.back. And next Morning, when 
Moreling cleaned up the grate, he unknowingly put the ashes 
of the second will into the dustbin.” 

“ Imagination’s a wonderful thing,” said Arnold, as soon as 
he could get a,word in. “ But all the same, I shouldn't wonder 
if you're right. It seems quite a reasonable explanation of the 
will not being found. But, after all, I’m not so much concerned 
with the will as with Westerby’s murderer.” 

“ Then let's try to reconstruct the murder again, without, for 
the moment, going into personalities. To begin with, where 
was Westerby murdered ? ” 

“ Why, at Slinton, of course, as he was on his way home from 
The Pelican.” ; 

* "There's no definite proof of that," Merrion replied. - “ You 
approved of my imagination a minute ago. Let me try again. 


On his way home from The Pelican, Westerby was accosted by . - 


someone he knew very well and trusted. An intimate friend 
or even possibly a relation. This person spins some yarn 
involving the necessity of Mr. Westerby's immediate return to 
London. Moreling had had a stroke, Mrs. Fenton had been 
run over by a bus, George Horstead had been arrested for 
loitering with intent to commit a felony. Anything. you 
like. 

“Ву that time, the last train had gone from Slinton station. 
Mr. Westerby's informant had a car and was only too pleased 
to put it at his disposal. He would drive him to the nearest 
main line station, Newark for instance, from which there would 
be a midnight train to London. In spite of Westerby's dislike 
of cars, the urgency of the matter induced him to accept the 
offer. He got in and was driven away, to be murdered later in? 
some convenient spot." 3 ; 
. “Yes, that's possible," Arnold agreed. “ But you haven't 
got hold of the proper yarn. Westerby's informant told him 
that for some reason or other his presence was urgently required 
at Brixem Hall." 254 Dial one A 

“Т said we would leave personalities out of it,” said Merrion 
severely. ; # ы е. 

“ My dear fellow, you can’t!” Arnold exclaimed. “ Every- 


thing points to Runcorn having done the job. Who else whom | 


Westerby would have trusted, to use your own expression, was 
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for he was in his studio kicklag up a racket that annoyed Colonel 
Gatwick.” 

“ You forget Fenton and Horstead,” Merrion replied. “ Fen- 
ton, according to his wife’s statement, was at Lincoln, not so 
very far from Slinton. And Horstead, so faras we know at 
present, may have been anywhere.” 

Arnold shook his head. “ Somehow I don't see Westerby 
trusting himself alone in a car at night with either Fenton or 
Horstead." 

“Very well, then," said Merrion slowly. “ На it occurred 
to anyone to ask Moreling how he spent that Thursday night ? ” 

“That won't do either," Arnold objected. “ МогеШпв is 
one of the people who had everything to lose by Westerby's death 
at that particular juncture. The will having been destroyed 
he had no claim of any kind to a legacy." ; 

' But what if he didn't know that the will had been destroy- 
ed?" Merrion asked. “I don't suppose for a moment that 
Westerby told him what he had done. He wouldn't have said 
anything until the third will had been signed and witnessed. 
However, do let's try to keep away from personalities. You'll 
admit now that Westerby was not necessarily murdered at 
Slinton or anywhere near the place ? ” 

** Yes, I'll admit that," Arnold replied. 

* Very well then. We can get on to the next scene of our 
reconstruction. Having got to some spot which he had selected 
beforehand, the murderer stopped the car. Something has 
gone wrong with the works and they would have to get out 
and put it right. As Westerby is getting out of the car the 
other chap swipes him on the head: with something heavy. 
Westerby is knocked out, and before he has time to recover the 
bootlace is tied tightly round his neck. And after that he 
doesn't recover at all." 

“Yes, we've already agreed that's about how it happened. 
The next step was to clear out Westerby's pockets, I suppose. 
Not so much for the value of their contents as to create the 
impression that Westerby had been waylaid and murdered for 
his money. That's all plain sailing so far. But when and where , 
was the body put into the packing-case ? " 

Merrion lighted a cigarette and inhaled the smoke for a few 
moments before he replied. “Tve got an idea about that," . 
he said slowly. “If what Chivers told you can be relied upon, 
the case was not accessible during its journey from London to 
Newcastle. And, to be quite candid, I’m not in love with your 
theory that the body was not put in the case until after it had 
been deposited in the harness room. Now is there a third 
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“The body wasn't put into the case before it left London,” 
Arnold remarked. “ Westerby was'seen alive and well long 
after the lorry had loaded up at Caroline Avenue.” 

* Yes, I know,” Merrion replied. “ But what happened to 
the case after it reached Newcastle ? ” E 

“It was unloaded from the lorry at the Newcastle depot. 
It remained on the loading stage until later, when it was loaded 
into the local delivery van." _ FE. 

* I think Chivers told you that the lorry arrived soon after half- 
past seven, and that the lorry did not leave on its local rounds 
until ten. Where was the case during that couple of hours ?” 

* On the loading stage, presumably," Arnold replied. 

* Exactly. Now what happens at the depot after the lorry 
has arrived ? The driver hands over his documents and Key 
and then goes to have his breakfast. Presumably the yard 
foreman and his gang do the same. I imagine, therefore, that 
for half an hour at least the yard is practically deserted.” 

“Ву Jove, I believe you've got it!" Arnold exclaimed. 
* A car with Westerby's body in it drove into the depot and pulled 
up beside the loading stage. The lid of the packing-case was 
unscrewed, the figures were taken out and stowed into the car. 
Then the body was put into the case and the lid was screwed 
down again. And there's only one person in the world who 
could have driven that саг.” 

Merrion smiled. ,“ Go ahead, but І think I can guess what 
you're going to say.” 

“Tt ought to be obvious enough. If the yard was deserted 
at breakfast time, you may be quite sure that the gates were 
not left wide open. The precautions taken by the firm against 
pilfering are too strict for £hat. No casual stranger could come 
along and open them. But a director of the firm could. And if 
_ he were seen about the place, nobody would take any particular 
notice of him. They'd think he was there on some business or 
other connected with the firm. 

* And that, my friend, blows what you were pleased to call, 
Runcorn's alibi sky-high. As soon as he had deposited the 
body in the case, he left the depot in his car and started to 
drive hell for leather to London. He only stopped once on the 
way, and that was to pitch the statuary into some convenient 
river. And by stepping on the gas whenever he could, he: 
reached the Wolseley depot at two o'clock that afternoon. It 
could be done with a fast car on a main road.” А 

“ Yes, it could be done,” said Merrion. “But if ever I 
murder anybody I shan't put his body into a packing-case 
«consigned to my address. Even the least inquisitive people 
would be bound to ask questions.” 
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Arnold waved this suggestion aside. “ He didn’t want the 
body to be found. He t ought it would be quite safe in the 
harness room till he came back to deal with it. Then he would 
have sent Yates, the chauffeur, out with one of the cars for 
the day and had the place to himself. No doubt he would have 
cut the body to pieces, then scattered them round the country- 
side.” ; 

, “Very possibly,” said Merrion. “ but surely he was aware that 
dead bodies have a way of making their presence known. All 
the same, I see the force of your remarks that it would have been 
very difficult for any one but Runcorn to smuggle a body into 

‚ the Newcastle depot. Unless, of course, they had some plausible 
pretext for entering the place.” 

“What pretext?” Arnold demanded. “ Anyone but a 

member of the firm would have had to get someone to open 
the yard gates for them. And that person would have kept a 
tight eye on any stranger, you may be bound. However, the 
depot was the place where the trick was played. Another feather 
in the cap of your imagination. I’m grateful.” 
Thanks for the rare compliment,” Merrion replied dryly. 
* Now ТЇЇ tell you something else that’s occurred to me. It 
concerns the harness room at Brixem Hall. The butler and 
the chauffeur found the body together, I gather ?” 

Arnold nodded. “ That's the story they both tell," he replied. 

* They unlocked the harness room, looked round for the 
source of the unpleasant smell and suspected the packing-casc. 
The chauffeur fetched a spanner and with it they unscrewed 
the nuts securing the lid of the case. They took off the lid. 
What next ?” 

_ " They got the shock of their lives, I gather. The butler 
immediately rang up the local sergeant.” 

“Neither hé nor the chauffeur swept out the harness room 
while they were waiting for the sergeant to arrive, I suppose Тың 

Not they. They were only too glad to get outside and 
„Stop there.” 

So I suppose,” Merrion remarked. “Now Aylesworth 
described to you the process of packing the case in his studio. 
The statuary was put into it and wood savings packed alk 
round to prevent damage in transit ? ” 

- " That's right,” Arnold replied. “I found a lot of shavings 
unde, the body when Hallam and I took it out of the packing- - 


— ————————— M У РСЕ 


“ But did you find any shavings on the floor of the harness 
room?" Merrion asked. “ You know how the statuary was 
packed. I maintain that it would be absolutely impossible to * 
remove the statuary and replace it by a body without spilling 
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а lot of the shavings on the floor. Most of these could have been 


picked up and put back into the case. But short of going over 
the whole place with a dustpan and brush, some shavings were 
bound to be left on the floor. Would the criminal, who must 
have been working against time, have stayed long: enough-to 
clear up as thoroughly as that ?.” 

“ That's a jolly good point," said Arnold thoughtfully. “1 
wish I’d thought of it at the time, and I would have looked 
more carefully. But I’m perfectly sure that the floor of the 
harness room was perfectly clean, at least as regards shavings. 
I looked it оусг pretty carefully in the’ rather faint hope of 
finding footprints. But as there had been at least three peopl 
in there before me that was quite hopeless. ) 

“Well, that’s another argument against the substitution 
having taken place in the harness room," said Merrion. “I 


.am perfectly certain that wherever it took place quite a lot of 


shavings must have been left on the surface on which the 
packing-case was standing. But if that surface had been-the 
loading stage at Newcastle, or even the floor of the van, a few 
shavings more or less would not have attracted anyone'S attei- 
tion. They would be the sort of thing one would expect to find. 
Fill up your glass. I feel that we're getting down nicely to this 
problem to-night.” E: 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


ARNOLD obeyed his host's instruction and Merrion followed his 


‘exam 


le. DM, 
P We've talked а lot about the disposal of the body,” said 
the latter. “ But after all, that was only the second act. The 
murder came first. I made it clear just now that it doesn't 
follow that Westerby was murdered at Slinton. He may have 
‘been driven away alive to any reasonable distance. But the 
fact remains that the murderer must have met him in or within & 


` short walking distance of Slinton soon after ten o'clock on 
- Thursday night." 


“Nobody has ever questioned that," Arnold remarked. 

“ Another fact that we can safely bank on is that the murderer 
was someone whom Westerby knew. He was not held up 
by some roving bandit and murdered for his money. Amurderer 
of that type would either have left the body where it fell or 
pitched it into the convenient river. 

`“ Now, of course, many people may have known that Westerby 
was staying at Slinton and that it was his habit to walk to the 
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| 

cottage from The Pelican shortly before ten o'clock at night. | 
But at present, for various reasons, our attention 15 concentrated | 
on five people. Runcorn, Aylesworth, Moreling, Horstead and | 
Fenton. How.many of these people have a satisfactory alibi | 
~ for that Thursday night ? ” 2 rel! | 
“It depends what you call a satisfactory alibi," Arnold | 

те lied. E « s | 

Т, Well, let's consider the nécessary conditions. We needn't | 
. worry ourselves about the time and place of the disposal of the 
Љоду. We can stick to the one self-evident fact that the mur- 
„дегег must have been'at or about Slinton soon after ten o'clock 
-that night. Now let us see how that one condition applies to | 

our five possible suspects. { 
“Tn deference to you we'll take Runcorn first. We know 
-from his visit to The Old Cottage that he was in Slinton on 
Thursday morning before lunch. He had a car which he was 
.driving himself, and he therefore possessed the necessary mo- | 
-bility. We do not know where he went after he parted from | 
.Westerby on Thursday morning. Не is next heard of at the | 
-Wolseley depot in London at two o'clock on Friday afternoon. | 
. “Next on our list is Aylesworth. We do not know for certain 
Where he was at ten o'clock on Thursday night. -He says that 
he was dining in the West End with a friend of his. We have, 
so far, no confirmation of that statement. On the other hand, | 
Aylesworth was kicking up a racket in his studio at half-past | 
ten or shortly after. I shouldn't be inclined to accept that as 
satisfactory evidence if it rested on Prince's unsupported state- | 
ment. Aylesworth might have bribed him to tell that story. 
But it is quite incredible that the respectable Colonel Gatwick 
should connive at hood-winking the police. Aylesworth's alibi 
is, I consider, perfectly satisfactory. Не could not have been at | 
Slinton at ten o'clock and back in his studio by half-past. 
“ And while we're on the subject of Aylesworth, let's consider 
‘the question of motive. Aylesworth knew that his uncle had ~ 
„drawn up a second will in which his name did not appear.: That 
-being the case, Aylesworth did not stand to benefit in any way 
.by Westerby's death. Even if I am right, and Westerby des- | 
troyed the second will on the evening before he left London,“ 
that hardly affects the question. I refuse to believe that Wes- 
terby rang up his nephew and told him that he had destroyed 

. the will and that when he came back to London he intended 
to draw up another more favourable to him. So I think we 

- May say that Aylesworth had neither opportunity nor motive. 
,,.Moreing comes next. What do we know about his activi- 
ties on Thursday night? Nothing whatever. He was supposed ` 
to be caretaking at No. 9 Godstone Street. But was he? 
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You didn't interview him until Friday afternoon. After Wes-' 
terby's departure on Tuesday, Moreling was alone in the house, 
and he could have come and gone as he pleased without any 
one being a penny the wiser. So far as we know, Moreling is 
not the owner of a car. But, as I've already pointed out, that is’ 
no obstacle in the way of securing a suitable vehicle. Ё 
“Then again, Moreling believed that he would benefit by. 
his employer's death. He knew that under the second will he, 
was to receive a legacy. It is most unlikely that he knew that 
this will had heen destroyed. ` In short, Moreling has at present’ 
no alibi whatever, while he may be considered to have had a 
motive for the crime.” 3 ; 
“ Aylesworth told me that Moreling seemed a, bit uncomfort- 
able when he talked to him about Westerby's disappearance, 
said Arnold. “That was before the body was found. I’m’ 
bound to admit that I have always found him quite natural 
and straightforward." } 
* Perhaps Aylesworth unwittingly touched а raw spot. But! 
I shouldn't let Aylesworth’s suspicions influence you one way. 
or another. I'd question Moreling about this doings on Thursday 
night and see if he gets uncomfortable then. Ж 
“ About George Horstead, there's not very much to be said: 
except that he seems to be a thorough-paced scoundrel. Always' 
supposing that Moreling's story of the silver spoons is true. 
Anyhow, he seems the sort of cadger who wouldn't care much’ 
what he did to get money. We don’t know for certain where he 
was on Thursday night. Iam still of the opinion that he was the 
shabby gentleman who called twice at The Old Cottage. And 
if he was, he was on or very near the spot when the murderer 
met Westerby.. On the whole, he’s my favourite in the suspects’ 
Tace. 
“Тп any case, it's worth while considering Horstead's position’ 


- 


'afterthesilverspoonincident. He must have guessed that he had 


ruined his chances of ever cadging successfully from Westerby 
again. I don't suppose that Westerby would have been greatly 
concerned about the value of the spoons. But that the man’ 
whom he had befriended' should play such a dirty trick upon, 


^ 


"him must have thoroughly disgusted him. On the other hand,” 


Horstead must have guessed, if-he didn't know for certain, 
that he-would -be a beneficiary under Westerby's will. Not by 
any merit of his own, but simply because he happened to be the 
brother of the testator's wife. His only chance of getting any- 
thing further from Westerby was at the latter's death, and that 
must happen fairly soon, before Westerby had the opportunity: 
of cutting him out of his will. Horstead cannot possibly have 
known that the will had been destroyed. He was the last person’ 
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to whom Westerby would have mentioned such a thing. And, 
by Jove, I wonder!” | "ms 

ү “A fresh flight of imagination ? ” Arnold suggested patiently. 
‚ “Yes, and a pretty shrewd one. It fits perfectly into the 
theory I’m building up. ' At the last interview between them 
Westerby gave -Horstead a solemn warning. Horstead would 
have to pull himself together and stop this incessant cadging. 
Westerby would help him towards finding a job which would 
keep him. And, if-Horstead refused, well, he needn't expect 
to get anything further from Westerby, alive or dead. 

Т shouldn't wonder if it was that interview that set Westerby 
thinking about making a new will. And then some days later 
Mrs. Fenton came to see him, and what she said clinched the 
matter. Westerby realised that the existing will was thoroughly 
unsatisfactory, forit meant that his money would be squandered 
very soon aíter he died. So that evening, after thinking the 
matter over calmly and at leisure, he destroyed the second will 

- intending to draw up a third when he returned to London." 

‚ “Well, all that about the will may be right," Arnold admitted. . 
“Га even go so far as to admit that Horstead might have 
murdered his brother-in-law. But that's as far as I'll go. I 
don't see how by any possibility he could have found an oppor- 
tunity of putting the body in the case." X 

“He was one of the few people who knew the destination of 
that case," Merrion replied. “I’m not going to waste time 
speculating upon the opportunity. When you've got enough 
evidence to arrest him on a charge of murder, the rest of the 
story will come out automatically. As far as we know at pre- 
sent, Horstead hàd both opportunity end motive. . , 

' “ The last runner on our list is rather a dark horse. We know 
nothing about him except from the lips of Mrs. Fenton, and. ' 
what she told you about him strikes me as highly significant. 
Especially that remark of hers, ‘ I always tell Charlie everything.’ 
She wrote to him straight away after she’d had that interview. 
with her uncle. And when he got her letter he was at Lincoln, 
not so very far from Slinton.. - 

‚ “ How did Fenton spend Thursday night? Again we don't . 
know.. We may suppose that he finished his rounds by six 
or seven o'clock at the latest. That would give him plenty of 
time to get to Slinton by ten o'clock. So that, until he can 
establish an alibi, he must be added to the list of people who 
could have murdered Westerby.” au 

~~ Yes, but he can't have known anything about the packing- - 
case," Arnold replied. “ And I refuse to believe that the mur- . 
dd dee dumped the body into the first receptacle that came: 
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* But you don't know what Mrs. Fenton may have known: 
about it,” said Merrion. “ Aylesworth may have told her that. 
Runcorn had bought the figures and that he: would be sending 
them to him shortly. Mrs. Fenton was probably familiar with 
the type of packing-case that Aylesworth used. And as she 
had stayed with Runcorn at Brixem Hall she was probably. 
well aware that he was the director of the Hanes Road Transport: 
Company. It wouldn't be more than putting two and two 
together to guess that the figures would be sent to Brixem Hall: 
in one of Aylesworth’s usual cases and conveyed by the Haynes 
Company. = 

“As to Fenton’s motive, that’s clear enough. Не knew. 
exactly where he stood after he had read his wife's letter telling: 
him of her intreview with Westerby. Westerby was obviously 
getting restive and might alter his will to his niece's disadvantage. 
It would be highly convenient for all concerned. if Westerby: 
were to.die before he had the opportunity.” ZR 

Merrion lay back in his chair. “There you are," he said, 
“ I think we can limit the field to those five runners. Of course, 
many other people may have had the opportunity, but none of 
these had any conceivable motive. And you can put your money 
on any of the five you like." Е 

“Тәуе done that long ago," Arnold replied quietly. 

“I know you have. My-money is on another horse, but 
that's no matter. You can't do much about yours until you 
get him safely back to this country; and that won't happen 
for another fortnight at leást. Meanwhile, you might find it 
profitable to occupy your time with the rest of the field.” - ;- 

* You don't suppose that I'm going to drop the case until 


. Runcorn gets back, do you? We don't carry оп in that fashion 


at the Yard. ` By jove, it’s getting infernally late! ЕШ look in 
and see you,again wher I've got any fresh news. Goodnight.” .- 

When Arnold got to Scotland Yard next morning he was 
greeted with the information that Horstead had been appre- 
hended. The prisoner was-at Notting Hill Police Station, and 
Arnold set off at once to interview him. ‘The sergeant on duty 
described the capture." “ We received information that a man 


' of the name of Horstead was in the habit of using the Flying 


Horse in this district, sir. We told the landlord to keep a look 
out for him and let us know if-he saw him. Just before ten. 
o'clock last night he rang up and said that Horstead was in his 
house. A couple of our men went down there and the landlord 
pointed the man out to them. As soon as he came out of the 
pub the men arrested him and brought him along here. He has 
been charged with the theft of four spoons, the property of John 
Westerby, deceased, from. No. 9 Godstone Street, Kensington." 
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Arnold nodded. “ That's allright,” he said. “Did Horstead 
make any statement when you charged him ? " ! 

“No, sir, he didn't say anything. He'd had one or two in 
the pub, and he was a bit lit up, as you might say. He said 
the charge was ridiculous but that he might just as well sleep 
here as anywhere else. And well enough he slept too, for he's 
only just woken up." : Ж 

“You might fetch him along,” said Arnold. “I want to 
talk to him.” е : 

A few minutes later a constable appeared with the prisoner. 
Arnold eyed him shrewdly as he came into the charge room. 
He was tall, thin and dark and would have been quite good- 
looking but for the stubble which covered his chin. -He was 
wearing a blue surge suit which, though shiny with age, fitted 
him admirably. Andhe had the urbane expression of a practised 
man of the world as he faced the Inspector. 

“ Your name, I understand, is George Horstead,” said Arnold. 
“Ts it a fact that you were the brother-in-law of Mr. John 
Westerby who lived at No. 9 Godstone Street ? ” 

“That is perfectly.correct, Inspector," the other replied. 
“ Shocking business about poor John, isn't it? I'm afraid the | 
only part of the paper that interests me is the racing news. 
So I didn't hear that he'd been murdered, until a chap I know 
told me about it yesterday evening. I went to the Flying Horse 
to drown my sorrows, and, well, you know what happened then 
better than I do, I expect." > 

“ You are charged with the theft of four silver spoons from 
Mr. Westerby’s house. What have you got to say about that ? ” 

“ My dear man!” Horstead replied reprovingly. “ What do 
you expect me to say? John wasn’t always too generous with 
his money, and a fellow's got to Нуе somehow, you know. Be- 
sides, if it comes to that, the spoons were mine." 

. “Nonsense!” Arnold exclaimed. “ You won't do yourself 
any good by making ridiculous statements like that.” 
а. Horstead shrugged his shoulders. “ Ridiculous or not, it's 
the truth. I'll tell you where I popped the spoons and you can 
go and have a look at them for yourself. You'll find that they've 
got my crest on them, and not Westerby's. It’s a knight in ` 
armour holding a battle-axe or some lethal weapon of that 
kind. I don’t know what John’s crest was. A tom-tit rampant 
or Something like that, I expect." 

If the spoons are yours, how did they come into Westerby's 
Possession ? ” Arnold asked. 

- "When my father died my sister and I shared the plate out 
between us. Not very long afterwards she married John. I'm 
sure I don't know why, but she was always doing silly things 
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even when she was quite a little girl. Апа she took her share 
of the plate with her. She always told me that she would like 
it to come back to me if anything happened to her. But she 
died before she had made a will and Westerby grabbed every- 
thing. So you see, it’s as plain as a pikestaff that morally the 
spoons are mine.” 2 

* We'll see what the magistrate has to say about that to- 
morrow,” Arnold replied. “ Meanwhile, there are some other 
questions that I want to ask you. Do you remember the evening 
of Thursday the 9th ?.” 

Horstead shook his head. “ Sorry, but I don't. You know 
I'm not the sort of person who chronicles the day's events in 
his diary. I slip from episode to episode like a butterfly, without 
troubling my head much about them. One day is much”the 
same to me as another. Some are silvered with the possession 
of a few shillings. Others are dark with the gloom of 

пиу.” 

“It’s a pity you can't remember that particular -еуепіпе,” 
said Arnold. “However, let's turn to something else. How . 
would your circumstances be affected by Mr. Westerby's death ?” 

Horstead laughed outright. “My circumstances!" he ex- 
claimed. “That’s good. My dear sir, I haven't any circum- 
stances. I lost them all years ago. My visible assets at this 
moment consist of exactly one shilling and fourpence-halfpenny, 
and my estimable friend sitting at the desk beside you relieved 
| me of that when he accomniodated me with a self-contained 
suite in this palatial hotel last night.” Ў \ 

* You know perfectly well what I mean,” said Arnold sternly.. Ў 
"I wil put it another,way. Will you benefit financially by 
your brother-in-law's death ? ” : 

“Аһ, that’s just what I’ve been wondering ever since yester- 
day evening. Shall 4, or shall I not ?-- John wasn't a bad 
fellow in his way. He wanted waking up and he was a bit of 

a prig, but otherwise I've:got nothing against him. And he 
| 
| 
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had the decency to remember that his:money had once been 
my sister's. I feel pretty sure that he'll have put me down for 
something in his will. Unless old Bittern over-persuaded him, 
* that -is. I don't suppose the old boy would like the job of ~. 
defending me to-morrow, would he ? * 4 
* You'd better ask him," Arnold replied shortly. “І under- 
stand that you think it probable that your name will be men- 
tioned in Mr. Westerby's will ? " E 4 
* Well, I sincerely hope so. With John inhabiting a higher 
sphere my sources of income will be seriously reduced. tss 
^ ап awful thing to contemplate, but I might even be driven to 
look for work. I don't suppose that work comes within your 
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experience, Inspector. But I have it from the most reliable 
sources that it is a soul destroying experience. MET 

“Tt does some people a world of good,” said Arnold. Es- 
pecially as carried out in His Majesty's Prisons. Come now, 


Im not in the mood for any more nonsense. Where were · 


you about ten o'clock on the evening of «Thursday the 
th?” 

3 Horstead spread out his hands in a deprecating gesture. 

“ Really, Inspector, I'd tell you if I could remember,” he replied. 

* But, honestly, I've got a shocking memory for dates. І never 

could remember anyone's birthday, not even my own. I 

expect I was out with the lads somewhere." М2. 

* Let me try to bring the date back to your memory," said 
Arnold. “It was the evening that you called at your brother- 
in-law's cottage at Slinton-on-Trent." 

“Called at John's Cottage!” Horstead exclaimed. “ You're 
off on the wrong track there, Inspector. I’ve never been near 
the place in my life. Besides, how do you suppose I could 
afford to pay for a journey like that ? ” 

“J dare say you know а way of getting cheap rides," Arnold 
replied. “It’s not a bit of good lying, for we know too much 
about it. You got hold of a car somehow and drove to Slinton. 
You stopped the village policeman and asked him where Mr. 
Westerby lived. After that you called at The Old Cottage 
and were told Mr. Westerby was not at home. You asked when 
he would be, and were told that it would be some time after 
ten o'clock. You called again at half-past ten, and when 
you were told that Mr. Westerby had not yet returned you 
реше abusive. Now, then what have you got to say to 

ас: б 

“ Nothing whatever,” said Horsfead calmly. “ You don’t by 
any chance suffer from hallucinations, do you, Inspector ? ” 

P “Never you mind what I suffer from," replied Arnold shortly. 
Do you or do you not admit this visit to Slinton ? ” 

< “I don't admit it because it never happened. I suppose it's 

no good my telling you that I haven't been outside London for 


` months." 
"It's no use unless I can find witnesses who will support ` 


your statement. Where are you living 7.” 


“Оһ, I'm a bit of a bird of passage,” Horstead repli "I 

Í I р plied. 
Ў) aon t stay long іп the same place. Continued residence anywhere 
its disadvantages. You’ve no idea how faddy people are 


a mania with some of them.” 


“ Nevermind about that,” said Arnold impatiently. “ = 
were you living on November oth э impatiently. ‘ Whe 
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Horstead closed his eyes.. “The 9th of this month,” he said 
dreamily, as though engaged in some terrific effort of memory. 
* How long ago is that ? " 

* “To-day is Sunday the roth,” Arnold replied. 

* Oh, then it's only ten days ago. Nine from nineteen makes 
ten, doesn't it? Then I was living where I am now, for I've 
been there nearly a month." ч > 

“ And where is that?-" 

* Oh, quite a nice little place in the salubrious neighbourhood 
of Ladbrooke,Grove. I have temporarily pitched my wandering 
tent above a fried fish shop. As I lie in bed I have no difficulty 
in imagining myself in a Cornish fishing port during the pilchard 
season. The variegated odours which arise from below are 
almost exactly similar. I'll give you the address if it’s any 
interest to you.” , 

Arnold made a note of this. “Now ГЇЇ give you one last 
chance,” he said. “Unless I can get confirmation of your 
statement that you were in London on the evening of the 9th 
you'll be in for very serious trouble indeed.. Do you under- 
stand?” > ; 

“ Nothing could be plainer than your most lucid warning, 
Inspector." . ; З 

* Very well, then," said Arnold. “I'm going now to. the 
address you've just given me to make inquiries. All right, 
Sergeant, he can go back to his cell now." : 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


ARNOLD found the fried fish shop in the heart of a squalid neigh- 
bourhood. Being Sunday morning, the place was closed and, 
finding no bell, he was, compelled to hammer upon the door. 
Attracted by the noise a few neighbours and an army of children 
came out to applaud his efforts. ” 
At last a window оп the floor above opened and a tousled | 
human head appeared. “ And what the 'ell do you want, 


` Kicking up all that racket ? ” the lady demanded. “ You ought 


to know that we don't open till twelve o'clock. Get on now, 
‘op it.” : | 
This was discouraging. Arnold realised that. he would have 
done better to have brought a uniformed policeman with him. 
But to fetch one now would be to acknowledge defeat. I 
am an officer from Scotland Yard," he replied. briskly, and 
I'll ask you to come down and ‘open this door. Sharp, 


now!"  — — 
СС-0. Digitized by eGangotri. Kamalakar Mishra Collection, Varanasi 


- 


124 MR. WESTERBY MISSING 


The effect of this speech, plainly heard by the audience which 
had collected round him, was remarkable. The street emptied 
as rapidly as it had filled. The neighbours faded away and 
even the children fell back to a respectful distance. The window 
above Arnold's head shut with a bang and a few moments later 
he heard rapid footsteps within the shop. 

The. door opened cautiously and the woman reappeared, 
looking more than a trifle scared. * What is it now ?" she 
asked. “My 'usband isn't at home. He's gone out to take a 
breath of air, and there'll be no telling when he'll come back.” 

“Т dare say you can tell me what I want to know,” said 
Arnold. He walked into the shop and shut the door behind 


him. The atmosphere within fully justified Horstead’s des- . 


cription. 
"Don't you have to wear your gas mask in here ?” he grumbled. 
“ Never mind, I suppose you're used to it. You've got a lodger, 
Iunderstand. What's his name ? " d 
“Well, we had a lodger," the woman replied. “But he 
didn't come in last night and where he's got to is more than 
Icansay. It'smy belief that he's done a bunk, and he owes us 
more than a week's rent as it is." ; : 
“Т asked you for: his name,” said Arnold sterrily. 
_ “Mr. ’Orstead,” the woman replied. “ And he's been a toff 
in his time, you can tell that by the way he talks to you. He 
uses a lot of words that I don't understand, but he's not so 
bad when you get to know him." 
“ How long has he been with you ? " 
“Не came in the latter part of last month. You see, I put 
a paper up in the window, ‘ Room tó.Let. He came in and 
asked about it and when I told him what it would cost he said 
that would do for him.” ў : 
“Наз he come home every night since he's been with you ? " 
Why, yes, so far as I know. Sometimes he’s early and 
sometimes he’s late, and now and then he’s had a drop or two. 
Pat he never seems what you would call much the worse for it." 
I see. Now, I want you to think carefully before you 
answer this. Do you remember Thursday, November oth, 
ten days ago ? " қ P 
The woman frowned. “ Now let me see," she replied. “ One 
day's very much like another, unless it's Saturday when we are 
tying late. Last Thursday week you said. No, I can't say 
that I remember it particularly. Wait a minute though, I 
believe that was the day.” | 
_~ She reached out towards the shelf and took from it an incredibly 
greasy washing book. Wetting her thumb she turned over the 


dog-eared leaves of this until she came to an entry scrawled in 
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pencil. ‘ Yes, that’s right,” she continued, “Thursday, Ns- 
vember oth. That was the day.” s 
“ What happened that day ? ” Arnold asked. ; 
* Why, Mr. Horstead paid up for a fortnight's bed and lodgings. 
.It was the first time he'd paid us anything, and we haven't 
seen the colour of his money since. He's done a bunk, you 
take my word for it.” 2 

But Arnold was too interested to sympathise. “Не paid 
yon some money, did he? " he said. “ What time of day was 
this ? ” 

* Tt was inthe evening, just as we were putting up the shutters. 
Say round about eleven o'clock. I couldn't tell you any nearer 
than that. He came in with his hat on one side and whistling 
away like a canary. And I said to him, “ You seem pretty 
pleased with yourself this evening, Mr. "Orstead, I said.’ "' 

* That's because I haven't done so badly for myself, Mrs. 
Weeks,” he said, “ that’s my name, you understand, Hannah 
Weeks. ' And that reminds me,' he went on, ' there's a trifle 
owing for your princely hospitality, isn't there?’ And with 
that he paid up what he owed and a shilling or two more. 
“ You'd better take it while you can get it, Mrs. Weeks, he said.” 

* Did he tell you where he had got the money from ? " Arnold 
asked. : 

* Naturally, I asked him that,” she replied. “I knew for a 
fact that he hadn’t the price of a drink in his pocket when he 
went out, for he tried to borrow a tanner from me, but I wasn't 
having any. And he told me'that he'd won it playing billiards 
at The Three Pigeons. He said that some years back he'd 
played billiards nearly every evening of his life.’ s 

“You're quite sure thdt you've got the date right ? ” Arnold 
asked. s С ; ° aup : 

For reply she brandished the book in his face. “ I've put it 
down here, haven't I ? ” she challenged. | i 3 ee: 

“ Yes, T see you have, but are you quite sure you ve got it 
right ? ” 3 ^ 

e Well, T shouldn't have put it down wrong, should I? And 
anyway, I know it was Thursday for next morning my usband 
. got up early to order his fish at the market for the week-end. 
And he always does that on Tridays. Я : 

* Very well. Where is The Three Pigeons ? 8 
. “It's that big pub a couple of streets away. I think it was 
my 'usband who took Mr. 'Orstead there first time. Не uses 
the place himself now and then. And they ve got а billiard 
table there in the room upstairs. Mr. Orstead told me that 
he'd been playing with some of the other customers there and 
won their money off them.” 
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Arnold chuckled as-he walked away from the fried fish shop. 
Merrion’s favourite had fallen at the first fence. ; For, if Horstead 
had been in London about eleven o’clock on that Thursday 
night he could not possibly have been in Slinton.half an hour 
earlier. The identity of the shabby gentleman must be sought 
elsewhere. Of course, it was just possible that Mrs. Weeks 
had entered the wrong date. Inquiries at The Three Pigeons 
might possibly throw light on the matter. 4 

But Arnold decided that a subordinate might be entrusted 
with those particular inquiries. He was not disposed to wasting 
his own time tracing the various customers with wltom Horstead 
might have played. Being not 50 far from Shepherd’s Bush it 
would be an excellent opportunity to call on Mrs. Fenton and 
her husband. On Sunday morning he could count on finding 
them both at home. 1 
“Не found the tenement building which had been given him 


as Mrs. Fenton's address without any difficulty. He climbed ~ 


the stairs, his nose assailed by the aroma of frying onions and 
his ears by the howling of innumerable children. He knocked 
at the Fenton’s door, and Mrs. Fenton, with bare arms and 
wearing an apron, opened it to him. 

She flushed with embarrassment as she recognised Arnold” 
and made frantic efforts to draw down her sleeves. “ Really, 
Inspector, this is.most unexpected," she exclaimed. “Tm just 
cooking the dinner and I didn't think that ‘any one would be 
coming round to see us. Would you care to come in? Im 
afraid the place is very untidy .” : 

Arnold was acutely aware of four pairs of round eyes staring 
at him from the narrow entrance. “ Мо, thanks, Mrs. Fenton, 
I won't come in," he replied hastily. °“ I just called to ask if 
your husband was at home?” — 

“Oh, yes, he's at home,” she replied. “ He's just finished 
dressing. Shall I tell him that you'd like to see him ? ” : 

." Yes, I wish you would,” Arnold replied. “ Will you tell 
hin Р that I should very much like a few words with 

She disappeared into the flat, driving the children before her: 


A little later Fenton appeared, a furtive and half-ashamed - 


expression on his face. He was of medium height with a bloated 

figuré and unhealthy skin. A wisp of cotton wool on his chin 

where he had cut himself shaving did not enhance his appearance. 

And the dark-grey lounge suit that he was wearing, obviously 

his Sunday best, had seen considerable wear. 

Y He forced a smile as he met Arnold's eye fixed upon him. 
Good-morning, Inspector," he said. “My wife tells me that 
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“Т should, but I don't want to disturb Mrs. Fenton while 
she's cooking," Arnold replied. “ Perhaps we can take just a 
stroll round the block together.” 

Fenton smiled feebly. “ We can do better than that," he 
said. ''As a matter of fact, I was just going.out myself. 
I know a quiet little place round the corner. They open at 
twelve o'clock and it's just upon that now. We can get a 
corner in the saloon bar and nobody will know what we're 
talking about." 

“ That will do very well," Arnold replied. 

Guided by^Fenton they entered a nearby public house and 
found a secluded tablein thebar. Arnold, remembering the state 
of Fenton’s finances, thoughtfully ordered two pints of beer. 

Then he approached the subject on a genial note. “I had 
the pleasure of meeting Mrs. Fenton at No. 9 Godstone Street 
yesterday," he said. “.I expect she feels her uncle's violent 
death very deeply, does she not ? ” ; 

Fenton’s eyes narrowed. “ Well, yes, naturally,” he replied. 
* She kept house for him at one.time, you know. She hasn't 
seen quite so much of him since we've been married, but all the 
same she was very fond of him." 

* A sentiment which no doubt you shared?” Arnold sug- 
ested. 

2 Fenton scowled.. “ Well, I can't say that we got on any too 
well together,” he replied. “ John Westerby always tried to 
put Alice against me. He had no cause to, for there's nothing 
against me. I'm as good as the next man, that's what I always 
say. And if Alice wanted to marry me, why shouldn't she?” 
* It was entirely her business, certainly. By the way, when 
did you last see Mr. WeSterby ? ” Г f 
* Couldn't tell you, I'm sure," Fenton replied. “I always 
kept out of his way. 4f a man's no use for me I've no use for 
him, and that's that. Alice saw him about a fortnight ago, 
she tells me. The day before he went to Slinton, she said. 
“You weren't in London that week, were you ? z 
“Қо, my firm had sent me up to Lincoln. One of the chaps 
there had gone sick, and as I wasn't particularly busy they 
- sent me up there to 40 his wots 1 suppose?” 
- “ You took-your bicycle with you, 1 sup ; ; 
“No, I didnt. They told m my round would all be irt half 
a dozen streets so it wouldn't be necessary. And I wasn't sorry 
to get home again, I can tell you." | р a 
“Did you stay in town all the time you were at Lincoln ? 
It seeméd to Amold that Fenton’s eyes grew more crafty 
as the conversation proceeded. “There wasn’t anywhere else 
particular to go," he replied, ` 
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“ Didn't you ever go out in the evenings after your work was 
done? I should. have thought you would have liked to have 
seen a bit of the country while you were there ? "' 

* Oh, I don't care about the country. І like to feel a good, 
solid. pavement under my feet. And at this time of year I 
don't knock off work until after it's dark. What's the sense in 
going out into the country then?” : a 

“Oh, I can imagine plenty of reasons for doing so, Arnold 
replied. ‘ You might have friends in the neighbourhood that 
you wanted to see, forinstance. Slinton’s not so very far away 
and you knew that Mr. Westerby was staying therë, apparently. 
Didn’t it ever strike you to go and call on him?” 2 

Fenton’s hand shook as he put down his glass. “I’ve just 
told you that I always kept out of John Westerby’s way,” he 
replied. 

| Yes, but there were occasional exceptions to that rule,” 
Arnold replied quietly. Then suddenly he thrust his face close 
to the other's. “It’s all up, Fenton!" he snapped. “We 
know that you were at Slinton on the night of Thursday the 
gth. So you won't do yourself the slightest good by attempting 
to deny that. Are you prepared to tell me all about it? If so, 
I am bound to warn you that....” 

But Fenton broke in upon the caution. “ You know that 
I was at Slinton that night ? ” he stammered. 

“Well, obviously, since you called twice at The Old Cottage: 
Now, аге you prepared to make a statement or are you пої?” 

Fenton sat shivering in his chair for a full half minute. >“ And 
how do I know that you'll believe me if I tell you the truth ? ” 
he asked at last falteringly. x 
` Arnold rose to his feet. “ We'll sée about that when I've 
heard what you've got to say," ke replied. “ Now, you come 
with me. And no tricks, mind, or you'll find yourself in the 
police station before you know where you аге.” 

They left the pub with Arnold's hand hovering close to Fen- 
ton’s arm. Once outside, the Inspector hailed a passing taxi 
-and told the man to drive to Scotland Yard. 

The journey was accomplished in silence. Not until they 


reached Arnold's room did either speak. Then, seating himself · 


at his desk, the Inspector told Fenton to take the chair imme- 
diately in front of him. - 52 5 : қ 

Now, then " he said sternly. “ Let’s have the whole story. 

We know that you were in Slinton from eight o'clock till half- 

| рее ten. During that period Мг. Westerby disappeared. 
hat have you got to say about that? ” ; 

Bul don E anything about it, honestly, I don't," Fenton 
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He faltered, but Arnold prompted him. “ Heard what?” 
he asked. 

." Heard that John Westerby had been missing since that 
night," Fenton replied. “ Alice told me when I got back to 
London the Sunday after. She said that the police were making 
inquiries. Moreling had told her. And I tell you I was pro- 
perly scared. I thought they'd think that I'd had something 
to do with it, but I felt sure that no one in Slinton could 
possibly have recognised me.” 

“Well, you were wrong, you see," said Arnold equably. 
“Now, to begin with, where did you get that car from ? ” 

“Car? I don't know anything about a car. I've never 
driven one in my life. I hired a bicycle and rode over.” 

“Т see. Your object being, of course, to call on Мг. Wes- 
terby ? " 

“ Yes, that’s right. I'll tell you how it was. The other chaps 
I was working with at Newark were lads, I can tell you. Round 
the town every night, dropping in here and there. And that 
sort of thing’s expensive. I couldn’t very well stand out, and 
by Thursday evening I was broke. And that’s the truth of it.” 

* So you thought you'd try and touch Mr. Westerby for a 
loan, I suppose ? ” 

* That's about it," Fenton replied. ''I was pretty neatly 
desperate. I knew I shouldn't get anything from the firm till 
Saturday afternoon. And I knew that John Westerby was 
only a few miles away at Slinton with a wallet full of notes.” 

“ How did you know that ? ” Arnold asked sharply. 

* About his being at Slinton? I had a letfer from Alice 
telling me that he was going thereon the Tuesday. And shed 
often told me that he akvays carried a lot of money about with 
him. Why shouldn't he have forked out a fiver? It wouldn't 
have hurt him. And,Alice was his niece, he couldn't get away 
from that." : 3 f dee niet 

“You sound as if you had a grievance against him," Arnold 
remarked. As ФЕ. 

“So I had, then. Here was I, his niece's husband, literally 
without a penny in my pocket. And there was he,'a rich man, 
. telling Alice that she didn't know how to manage properly. 
In her letter she told me all about what Westerby had said to 
her. I can't imagine how he ever expected us to live decently 
on my commission." Б 5 eS O 

“ You set out with a definite grievance in mind," said Arnold. 
“ How did you manage to hire a bicycle if you hadn't a penny 
in your pocket ? ” : 4 2 2 

"Fenton laughed mirthlessly. ‘Pawned my watch,” he 
replied. “It’s a gold one that Alice gave me before we were | 
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married. I’ve done it before, often enough, and so far I’ve always 
been able to redeem it. But this time it’s still at Lincoln and 
likely to stay there for a bit, so far as I can see. I got a couple 
of quid for it, which was just what the bicycle chap wanted as 
a deposit for his machine." & 

“You hired a bicycle and rode off to Slinton ? What time 
did you get there? ” - i PS с è 

Fenton shrugged his shoulders. “ Гуе no idea, he replied. 

* I hadn't got a watch then, you must remember. It was 
just after six when I left Lincoln and I dare say it took me an 
hour and a half, or maybe longer. I was a stranger to the 
district, and all I had to guide me was a glance at a road map 

. hung up in one of the pubs I'd visited. I didn't know I'd got 
to Slinton until I saw one of those yellow A.A., signs and read 
the name on it by my bicycle lamp." 

“ What did you do next ? ” Arnold asked. ) 

“ I. put the bicycle inside a field where no опе would be likely 
to come across it,” Fenton replied "hesitatingly. 

“What made you do that ? " . 

“Well, you see, the lamp was one of those electric battery 
affairs and it didn’t look any too bright." I thought the battery 
was running down and I wanted to have enough light left to 
see my way back to Lincoln." 

“ Nonsense |” Arnold exclaimed. “ You could have switched 
the lamp off and pushed the bicycle. Now, look here, as I've 
warned you before, it won't do you any good to telllies. Why 
did you put the bicycle inside a field ? ” 

Fenton shrugged his shoulders helplessly. “ The lamp wasn’t 
any too good, and that's a fact," he replied. “ But if you 

must have it there was another reason as well. I didn’t want 
John Westerby to see that I had a bicycle. I was going to tell 
him that I’d walked all the way from Lincoln to see him and 
should have to walk back again. And while I’m at it I may 
as well say that I put on my oldest clothes for the occasion.’ 
<“ "You wanted to shock him into giving you money, in fact ? ” 
=" Well, yes, if you like to put it that way. It's true that 
I was broke, and I wanted to impress upon him that I wasn't 
spinning a yarn. I knew that if he had a spark of decency im , 
him he wouldn’t like to think of his niece’s husband wandering 
about at night like that.” 
"Well, go on. What did you do after you'd hidden the 
bicycle ? ” 

* I saw a chap coming along the road and I asked him where 
John Westerby lived. So I walked along the way he told me. 
It was dark enough by that time, I can tell you, but I managed 
to find my way to Westerby's place. I knocked on the door 
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and after a bit a woman opened. She told me that Westerby 
was out but that he might be back some time after ten. 

“ Well, J didn't know what time it was then, but I judged it. 
must be somewhere between eight and nine. And I didn’t 
know what I was going to do with myself for the next hour or 
two. I'd noticed a pub as I'd come through the village, but 
that was-no good to me. It’s a positive fact that I hand't 
got a cent in my pocket. And strangers who go into pubs without 
any money don’t get a very warm welcome.” 

“Well, what did you do?” Arnold asked. “I want the, 
exact truth, mind you."  - 


* Just mooched about. It vas too cold to sit still and twiddle 


, my thumbs. I didn't want (ә lose myself so I didn't go very 


far from the cross-roads at ihe end of the village. First of all 
I walked down to the left until I came to the river. It was 
so dark that I very nearly ran into a car that was standing 
there before I saw-it. It hadn't been standing there very long, 
either, for Iput my hand on the radiator and it was still 
not.” 


“ Was there any опе іп the саг?” Arnold asked. : 

“ Not so far as I could see. I thought it wouldn't be a bad 
idea to sit in it for a few minutes and have a rest. But I tried 
the doors and they were both locked." 

“ Now, be careful, Fenton," said Arnold sternly. “ Сап you 
describe this саг?” 

“Why, I could hardly see it!” Fenton exclaimed. “І tell 
you it was very nearly pitch dark. I had to walk pretty carefully 


‘to prevent myself falling into the ditch beside the road. АП 


I can tell you is that it was long and low and had two doors, 
one on either side." 

“That’s not very satisfactory, Now you've got to give me 
some sort of idea what time it was when you saw the car. Let's 
see if we can get at it. To begin with, did you go straight 


. down to the river after your first visit to The Old Cottage ? "' 


“Хо, I hung round the cross-roads for a good bit, thinking 


.that I might meet Mr. Westerby on his way home. It may 


have been an hour after I had been to the cottage that I saw 


* thecar." 


** You've got some sense of time, I suppose. How soon after 
you saw the car did you go to the cottage for the second time ? ”” 

* Maybe, another hour more or less. I'm sorry, Inspector, 
but it's very hard to judge time when you're wandering about 
in the dark without a watch." : 

Arnold frowned. “I believe you're trying to withhold 
information," he said darkly. “What did you do after you 
had found that the doors of the car were locked ? ” 
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“ Walked back up the lane to the cross-roads. Then I turned 
along the main road leading away from the village. I hadn't 
gone very far when I saw someone coming along.behind me: 
with a torch. I couldn't see who it was, of course, only the 
light of his torch on the ground. I thought it might be John 
Westerby so I turned round. But the chap, whoever he was, 
turned to the left towards the river, so I knew it couldn't be 
him.”  , 

It seemed to Arnold that, fantastic though Fenton's story 
sounded, there were elements of truth in it. The man with 
the torch had undoubtedly been Tom the wagoner going down 
to see after Steadfast. . 

“Go on,” said the Inspector. “ And remember that you're 
coming to the critical part of your statement.” 

“Well, I turned round again and went on for a bit along 
the main road away from the village. I didn’t meet a soul 
and when I judged it must be ten o’clock or thereabouts I 
turned back. 

“Те wasn’t very long after that that I saw what I took to be 
the headlights of a car suddenly switched on. The car must 
have been standing a little way up the lane leading to John 
Westerby’s place, for that’s where the lights seemed to come 
from. I hadn't noticed it when I'd been up there, but then I 

- shouldn't have in the dark. The car went straight along up 
а Jane until I lost sight of the lights over the brow of the 

“ Did it occur to you to connect the cdr with Mr. Westerby 2 

“Жо, it didn't, for I knew from Alice that he never had any- 
thing to do with a car if he could help it." 

"I see. Now let's get this quite clear. You say that you 
saw the lights suddenly switched on. Was the car moving 
when this happened ? ” 2 

* Tt didn't seem to be. It,started to move directly after І 
saw the lights come on." 3 
. F How far were you from the cross-roads when you saw this ? 

+ мурса quarter of a mile, certainly not farther." , 

) е саг 't stop again after you saw it start? At 
The Old Cottage, for ine anc? ы d 
No, it went straight on pretty fast right the way up the 
e 


And what did you do?” 

I walked as far as the cross-roads, then turned to the right 
up the lane the way the car had gone. I knocked on the door 
оше: саа. for the second time, and after a bit I heard the 

ut the chain on the door before she opened it. She 
toldgne Бабо Westerhyxwasnlahomesyeticbat, 1/5089 have 
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sworn she was lying. What I thought was this. Westerby 
had come back, the woman had told him that I'd called and 
he'd said that she wasn't to let me in ifIcalled again. Ilost 
my temper a bit and told her pretty straight what I thought 
about it. And then she slammed the door in my face. 

“ Well, I knew it wasn’t much good trying again. My only 
chance was that she was telling the truth and that Westerby 
hadn't come home yet. So I went back to the cross-roads 
and hung round there for a bit, the best part of an hour, I dare 
say. Then J made up my mind that I'd wasted my journey. 
So I found my way back to where I'd left the bicycle and rode 
back to Lincoln. It was after one o'clock when I got back to 
my digs, and the chap I was lodging with wasn't best pleased 
at having to get up and let me in." 
` “I see,” said Arnold, shifting his gaze slowly from his visitor’s 
face to his feet. Fenton was wearing a pair of well-worn brown 
boots laced with leather laces. Í 

Arnold contemplated these for a full minute in silence. Then 
abruptly he got. up and stood towering over Fenton as һе sat 
in his chair. f ; 

“You haven’t mislaid a bootlace lately, have you?” he 
demanded menacingly. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


FENTON shrank *back in his chair as though anticipating a 
physical assault. But when he spoke it was in a tone of genuine 
surprise. “Mislaid a bootlace, Inspector? Not that I know 
of. Why?” ' ; 8 
The panier shot ‘had missed its mark, not altogether to 
Arnold’s disappointment. “ Never mind why,” he said. “ Now 
then, we'll just go over that story of yours again in detail. 
But in spite.of the most searching questions Fenton's state- 
ment was not to be shaken. Arnold obtained frem him the 
address of his lodgings at Lincoln and the names of the man 
from whom he had hired the bicycle, and the pawnbroker with 
whom he had pawned his watch. Then finally, Fenton was 
"dismissed with a caution. Ас eae 
* You'd better keep the story you've just told me to yourself, 
the Inspector growled. “ Now you'd better get off home. 
And don’t you be such a fool as to try and make a bolt for it. 
We shall have our eyes on you, make no mistake about that. 
But in spite of the severity of his manner Arnold мез загару 
delighted ii A5 die ate а ver late lunch he considered the sig 
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nificance of Fenton's statement. If it could be proved to be 
true it confirméd his theory almost to the letter. 

Having lunched, Arnold returned to Scotland Yard where he 
gave certain instructions. These were, first, that the Lincoln 
Police should be asked to interview the people whose names 
Fenton had mentioned. And second, that the appropriate 
division of the Metropolitan Police should make inquiries at 
The Three Pigeons. . 

This done, Arnold set out once more for Godstone Street. 
‚ Не rang the bell, but it was some little time before the door was 
opened. Then Moreling appeared, blinking. “I’m sure I beg 
your pardon, sir,” he replied on recognising the Inspector. 

č But the fact is I wasn’t expecting any one this afternoon and 
I was just having a lie down. I can’t sleep properly at nights, 
thinking of what's happened.” 

* You mustn't let it prey on your mind too much, Moreling," 
Arnold replied. ‘ You couldn't have done anything to help it, 
could you ? "' И - 

“Done anything to help it, sir? ” said Moreling, slightly 
puzzled. “No, I don't know that I could. Unless perhaps if 

-I had been at Slinton with Mr. Westerby it wouldn't have 
happened." 

3 Did Mr. Westerby ever take you to Slinton ? ” Arnold asked. 

“No, sir, he didn’t like the idea of this house being left alone 
with nobody in it. I’ve never so much as set eyes on The Old 
Cottage.” > ) 

“It’s a nice little place,” said Arnold lightly. “ By the way 
Моге, how do you spend ‘your evenings when you're alone 

“Т never find the time hangs heavy on my hands, sir. I’m 
very fond of reading, and that’s mostly how I occupy myself 
when I’ve done the house-work.” ` 

* Don't you ever go out ? " Arnold asked. 

“Not for more than half an hour just for a walk,” Moreling 
Ire I don't care about leaving the house for longer than 
“Don’t you feel that you want to meet your friends at à 
pub sometimes 2” 

Moreling shook his head. “І can't say that I do, sir. Pubs 
aren't much in my line. If a chap goes into a pub it always 
жолукан felling there longer than he means to." 

ui 7 
chance, ЕЗ. oon? true. But you aren't a teetotaller by any 
Oh, no, sir. nothing like that. But I don't very often feel 
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was always welcome to help mysef. He always liked other 
people to have what he had himself, sir.” 
“ Very considerate of him. Can you drive a car, Moreling ? ” 
“Well, I can, sir, for at the first place I was ever in I was 
taught. I was promoted to be second chauffeur as soon as 
I'd learnt. But when the gentleman died the establishment 
was broken up and I came to Mr. Westerby. And he wouldn't 
have a car. He didn't even care about riding in taxis if he 
could help it. If he had to go anywhere in London he'd walk 
or take the Underground.” 
. 5 Вш I gather you could still drive a car if you were put to 
i 


х Well, І suppose I could, sir. I’d want a bit of practice 


though, before I'd tackle the traffic as it is now,” - 

Arnold, who had no wish to put Moreling on his guard, cam 
back by degrees to the object of his visit. ' You must be 
pretty lonely here all by yourself when Mr. Westerby is away ? " 
he remarked. 


“ Oh, I don't know, sir. As I said, I do a lot of reading and | 


that keeps a chap from feeling lonely. Besides, although I'm 
not used to going out much, my friends often drop in to see me. 
Mr. Westerby never objected to that, even when he was at home.” 
“ How often did people drop in to see you?” 
* Two or three evenings a week I dare say on the average, 
sir. Some of them are quite regular, like Mr. Lawton." Я 
* And who is Mr. Lawton ? " 2 5 
“ He's an old friend of mine, sir. He was а footman at that 
first place I went to that I was speaking of. And about the same 
time I came to Mr. Westerby he went to a house in Belgrave 
Square. He's the butler there now. Thursday's his day off, 
and he comes to see me regularly nearly every week. He was 
here last week when the sergeant came from Scotland Yard 
with your message for me, sir. And I wasn’t sorry to have an 
old friend like that at hand either.” 
: “He comes here nearly every Thursday, you say. Was he 
here the Thursday before that ? ” ; 
. “ Yes, sir, he hasn't missed a Thursday for a good many 


months now. And little did I guess when I was talking to 


him in the kitchen what had happened to Mr. Westerby.” 
* What time was he here ? " Arnold asked. : 
“Well, sir, I couldn't say to the minute when he arrived, 
but it must have been round about half-past eight. That's 
his usual time. And it was soon after ten when he left, for 
he always likes to get back by half-past." , : 
“Youre quite sure that it was the evening of Thursday 
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* I'm as certain of it as that I'm talking to you now, sit. 
There were two things that he said that bringsit tomy mind, 
now that I think of it. He asked me if I knew what happened 
that day many years back, and I told him I didn’t. And then 
he asked me if I didn't remember when we were in service together 
that the family always drank the King's health at dinner. I 
hadn't thought of it from that day till this, but I did remember 
it, right enough. They always used to call the indoor servants" 
into the dining-room when dessert was served. We were all. 
given a glass of wine, then everybody stood up and the master 
said “Тһе King’ and we drank а sip. I didn't know for a long 
time that it wasn't King George they meant but King Edward. 
It seemed that the master had been a member of his Household 
or something like that. And as November oth was King 
Edward's birthday they always drank to him that evening." 

„Arnold remembered that Colonel Gatwick had fixed the date 
by the same anniversary. “ You said there were two things 
that impressed the date on your memory,” he said. “That 
was опе. What was the other ? " 

“Why, sir, Mr. Lawton told me that his people were going 
away into the country for the week-end to a shooting party 
next day, Friday the roth. He asked me if I'd care to come 
over and see his place that evening, but I told him that with 
Mr. Westerby away I didn't care to go so far afield.” 

ae xm what did you do that evening after Mr. Lawton had 
gone ? 

“Well, sir, as I was letting him out of the house I saw the 
policeman on beat passing, and I had a word or two with him. 
At least I think it was that evening. I'm pretty sure it was. 
And after that I read for a bit and then went to bed." 

After chatting on indifferent subjects fora further five minutes, 
Arnold evinced a mild interest in Belgrave Square. Was it 
still the aristocratic neighbourhood that it used to be? Moreling 
fancied that it must be, for Mr. Lawton’s employers had a big 
house there and kept eight servants. 

“Тәуе never been there myself, sir, but it must be a pretty 
posh place from all Mr. Lawton: says,” he continued. “The . 
number is 203, sir, if you happen to be interested.” 

I'm always glad to hear of these big houses being kept up- 
London’s becoming a regular slum nowadays with every one 
БУДЕ to live in as poky a flat as they can find. Good-afternoon, 
: eee I'll look around and see you again when I'm next · 

On his way back to Scotland Yard Arnold called at No. 203 
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visit. It was not until ће was assured that the police were in 
no way concerned with the household of No. 203 that he became 
at all gracious. ; 

“Yes, sir," he said, “ I have known Moreling for a long time. 
Five and twenty years it must be now at least. It's wonderful 
how time flies. I go to see him nearly every ‘Thursday evening. 
He is a most respectable man and I thoroughly enjoy his com- 
pany. 

In answer to further questions Mr. Lawton fully confirmed 
what Moreling had said. He remembered reminding Moreling 
of the anniversary, and of how in the old days they were always 
given a glass of wine in the dining-room that evening. He also 
remembered telling Moreling that his employers were going away 
next day. They went away on Friday the roth and came back 
on Tuesday the 14th, as any one in the house could tell the 
Inspector if he cared to ask them. Further, Mr. Lawton had 
been at Godstone Street on the following Thursday when a 
police sergeant came and broke the news of Mr. Westerby's 
death to Moreling. “ Апа I remember the sergeant telling 
Moreling that he would have to catch a train to Newcastle: 
that very night," Mr. Lawton concluded. 

Better and better, thought Arnold, when he was once more 
established in his room at Scotland‘Yard, That wiped another 
possible suspect off the slate. If Moreling had been at Godstone 
Street about ten o'clock he could not have been at Slinton: 


~then or for many hours later. In any case, in spite of Aylesworth's- 


rather vague suspicions, Arnold had never regarded Moreling 
as a likely murderer. 

That evening, the reports that he had asked for began to 
come in. First of all a lengthy message from Lincoln Police. 
They had ascertained that a man of the name of Charles Fenton 
had been employed at the branch office of an Insurance Company 
in the town from Monday the 6th until Saturday the rrth. 
They had inquired at the address which Scotland Yard had 
mentioned, and could confirm the fact that Charles Fenton 
had lodged there. On the night of the oth, or rather the early 


. morning of the roth, he had arrived home very late, between 


one and half-past. 
Further, between five and six o'clock in the afternoon of the 
9th, Fenton had hired a bicycle from a small firm who dealt in 


Such business. As he was a total stranger to them the firm. 


had demanded a deposit of two pounds before they let him have 
the bicycle. He had returned the bicycle next morning, the 
firm had returned the deposit less five shillings for the hire of 
the machine. : 
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Fenton on his books. This, man who had given an address in 
Shepherd’s Bush, London, had pledged a nine-carat gold watch 
with him about five o’clock on the afternoon of November gth. 
The sum of two pounds had been advanced on the security of 
the watch which had not yet been redeemed. — | 

The last report came in just as Arnold was thinking of leaving 
his office for the day. It was brought in person by a sergeant 
from Notting Hill. : 3 

* I've been on that job at The Three Pigeons, sir," he reported. 
“I happen to know the landlord quite well, for ht was in the 
Force until he was pensioned off. We can always get any 
information we want from him." 

“That sounds useful,” replied Arnold cheerfully. “ What 
information did you get in this case ? ” 3 

“ Well, sir, I talked to the landlord, and he remembered a 
siranger playing billiards in his house about ten days ago. 
He couldn’t say exactly which day it was, but he remembered 
that the stranger had won quite a lot of money from some of 
his regular customers. I asked him if he would know the man 
again if he saw him, and he said he was sure he would. He 
wasn't exactly a stranger. He'd seen him before, although he, 
didn't call at his house regularly. So I took the landlord round 
to the stetion and showed him George Horstead in his cell, sir. 
He recognised him as soon as he set eyes on him." 

., Did Horstead make any remark?” Arnold asked. 

Yes, he did, sir. He looked at the landlord and said, ' I've 
seen you before somewhere. Wait a minute, you're the land- 
lord of The Three Pigeons, aren't you ?” 

~ That's all very well,” said Arnold. “But the important 
thing is to fix the exact date. And the landlord couldn't do 
that, you вау?” z : 

No, sir, he couldn't. He knew that it must have been a 
week ago last Wednesday or Thursday but he couldn't tell for 
certam which. So I asked him for the names and addresses 
ог his regular customers that Horstead had been playing with, 
and he gavé me two of them, sir.” 

Good. Now apart from the actual date, could the landlord 
tell you the time at which these billiard games took place ? "' 

i I asked him that, sir. He couldn't say exactly what time 
заа came into his house, but he knows that he was there 
m ying billiards till turning-out time, half-past ten. It seems 
а Horstead made quite a stir with his playing, sir. By the 
end of the evening nearly every one in the house was sitting 
round the table watching him, so the landlord says.” 


Ha: 
the RoR gesta Foust PEN здзе даде, and addresses - 


ы МК. WESTERBY MISSING 139 


| “Yes, I've seen them both, sir. The first remembered the 
| evening well. He told me it was the first time that апу one 
| had beaten him at billiards at The Three Pigeons without а 
- handicap. Heand Horstead had played two games of a hundred 
up and Horstead had won them both. And he said he could 
swear to the date being November the oth, for that was the 
day he had come back to London after being away for a week." 
‘He sounds a pretty satisfactory witness,” said Arnold. 

“ And the second тап?” 

“ Не remembered the evening, too, sir, but he wasn't so 
certain of the date. . He said it must have been Tuesday or 
4 Thursday of that week for those were the evenings that he usually 
f ` went to The Three Pigeons for a game.’ Anyway, it couldn't 

have been Wednesday, for he was always working late on Wed- 
nesdays. And the landlord knows it couldn’t have been Tues- 
| day, for the billiard room was closed on Monday and Tuesday 
"9 ^ for decorations." . 
| ““ Well, that all sounds pretty conclusive,” said Arnold. “I 
am much obliged to you, Sergeant. . I'll let you know if I want 
any further statements from your witnesses. Good-night." 
After the sergeant had gone, Arnold wondered whether he 
should go round to Merrion's rooms and confront him with 
| this additional information. All his ridiculous and fanciful 
| theories had now been knocked sky-high. It would be amusing 
f to force him to admit that there was no alternative to Runcorn's 
‚|. guilt. But on consideration Arnold decided to postpone this 
| entertainment for а day. He expected one last report which 
| would finally clinch the matter. Better wait for this to complete 
| Merrion’s discomfiture. “ 2 B 
| Meanwhile it was highly satisfactory that all the possible 
"T suspects with the doubtful exception of Fenton had been elimi- 
nated. Fenton,by his own confession, had been at Slinton at 
the time when Westerby had last been seen alive. It might 
therefore be possible that he had murdered Westerby. What was 
manifestly impossible, though, was that at any time or. placé 
he could have had the opportunity of putting the body in the 
.packing-case. For at the time of Fenton's return to Lincoln, 
the lorry carrying the case was on the road approaching Mence's 
Pull-up. NTT 1 i 
Even in the extremely unlikely event of Chivers, the lorry 
[ driver, being in the plot, a difficulty still remained. RON had 
4 Fenton conveyed the body from Slinton to the lorry? Hardly 
i. slung over the handlebars of his bicycle, one would suppose. 
| Had he borrowed for the purpose the car that had been standing 


4 by the riverside? His statement that he had never driven a 5 
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what had he done with it after he had effected his purpose ? 
And how was it that the rightful owner had not reported to the 
police that his car was missing ? 

But Arnold could not dismiss from his mind the possibility 
of Fenton being implicated in the crime. He went straight home 

` from Scotland Yard, and after supper, sat in his armchair in 
front of the fire wrestling with the problem. Fenton undoubtedly 
had a motive. On her uncle's death Mrs. Fenton would come 
into a considerable sum of money. But while he lived there 
was very little hope of inducing Westerby to make his niece an 
adequate allowance. The sooner Westerby died the better off 
Fenton might expect to find himself. : 

Then again Fenton had the oppotunity, since he was at Slinton 
at the time of Westerby's disappearance. Fenton’s statement 
as to his actions might be true up to a point. It was difficult 
to determine the exact point at which it ceased to be true. 
Probably shortly after his second visit to The Old Cottage. On 
coming back towards the cross-roads he had fallen in with 
Westerby and murdered him. He had robbed him of his wallet 
and other possessions. 

But what next? Up to this point a reasonable theory of 
Fenton's guilt might be formulated. But then came the utterly 
baffling question. How had the body found its way into the 
packing-case? .By what possible means could Fenton have 
conveyed the body to any point where its substitution for the 
statuary could have been effected ? 

i Газраа of finding an answer to this question, Arnold went 
о bed. . 

When he reached his office next merning he found, amongst 
other papers on his desk, an envelọpe addressed to the Assistant 
Commissioner, Scotland Yard. Across this was written in Sir 
pares Conway s handwriting, ‘For the attention of Inspector 

old. ; . 

Arnold picked up the envelope, which had already been 
opened, and extracted its contents. He found a letter written 
in a masculine handwriting on excellent notepaper embossed 
with the address, 12 Benover Street, Hyde Park, W. 2. The. 
date was of the previous Saturday, the 18th, and the contents 
of the letter were as follows : 


“ DEAR SIR, —I have this day received a Marconigram from 
my friend, Mr. Paul Runcorn, at present a passenger on the 
S.S. Armanath en route for the West Indies. Mr. Runcorn 
understands that the police wish to interview him on the subject 
of the death of Mr. John Westerby. Не believes that certain 
factsdanawgtio! nye GaagotbeKofnalskistulisbea toltfrëopolicenini their 
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investigations. If, therefore, you care to send. one of your 
officers to interview me, I shall be happy to answer his questions 
to the best of my ability. 
“ Yours faithfully, 
“ ROBERT MARDEN-BARLEIGH.” 


Arnold put the letter down, wondering who Mr. Marden- 
Barleigh might be, and what possible connection he could have 
with the affair. Runcorn, of course, must know all about the 
discovery of the body by this time. Apart from messages to 
the Amaranth herself the ship’s wireless bulletin would have 
contained a brief resumé of the facts. Was this invitation on 
the part of Mr. Marden-Barleigh a put-up job? It certainly 
looked very much like it. 

But before Arnold set off for Benover Street there were other 
matters awaiting his attention. And these, too, concerned 
Mr. Runcorn. Arnold had ascertained from the family at 
Brixem Hall that when he visited London, Mr. Runcorn almost 
invariably stayed at the Langham. Inquiries at that hotel had 
shown that he had not done so on the night of the gth. Arnold 
had ordered the search of the visitors’ books of all London 
hotels, and the last report on this subject was now on his desk. 
No evidence could be found that Mr. Runcorn had stayed at 
any hotel in London that night. A 

Of course, this negative evidence was not conclusive. Run- 
corn might have registered in some name other than his own. 
But, why, if he were innocent, should he have done so? Did 
not this curious inability to discover Runcorn's name suggest 
that he had spent the night of the oth not in London but else- 
where ? А 

It was eleven o’clock before Arnold was at liberty to leave 
Scotland Yard. He then took a bus to Lancaster Gate, from 
whence he walked to Benover Street. The door of No. 12 was 
opened by a trim parlour-maid who admitted him without ques- 
tion. She led him to a door and opened it. “ Inspector Arnold 

m Тапа Yard, sir," she announced. REK қ 
O found himself in the presence of a tall, white-haired 
“ man who rose courteously at his approach. Good-morning, 
Inspector," he said. “Tam delighted to make your acquaint- 
ance. My name is Marden-Barleigh, and I am a close petsonal 
friend of Paul Runcorn. I have, of course, read in the news- 
papers of the discovery of Mr. Westerby's body in a packing-case 
at Brixem Hall. And I am quite sure from the tone of Run- 
corn’s Marconigram to me that he would wish me to place any 
information I have unreservedly at your disposal. Please sit 
down, and ask me any questions you like. 
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Arnold accepted the invitation. “ Thank you, Mr. Marden- 
Barleigh,” he replied. “ May I begin by asking you when 
you last saw Mr. Runcorn p 

* Certainly," said the white-haired gentleman. “I last saw 
"him when he left this house in his car shortly after lunch on 
Friday the gth.” 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


ARNOLD stared at his host a trifle incredulously. His suspicion 
that this was a put-up job recurred to him. And yet there was 
something about his surroundings that negatived this suspicion. 
A single glance at the house was sufficient to show that Mr. 
Marden-Barleigh must be a man of substance. The study in 
which they were sitting bore every vidence of luxury and culture. 
And Mr. Marden-Barleigh's benign and slightly humorous ex- 
pression -hardly suggested him as the -accomplice of a 
criminal. 

He smiled as he became aware of Arnold's glance fixed upon 
him. “That statement is perfectly true, Inspector," he said. 
“Т can call my wife, my eldest daughter and the maid who 
announced you just now in support of it. We had an early 
lunch on Friday the 9th, to suit Runcorn's convenience. Не 
wished to leave his car at the Wolesley depot for overhaul, 
before he caught the train at Waterloo connecting with the 
sailing of the Amaranth on that day from Southampton." 

Arnold's expression relaxed slightly. “По I understand 

° that Mr. Runcorn lunched with you^on Friday?” he asked. 

“That is the case," Mr. Marden-Barleigh replied. “Не 
lunched here with my family and myself at half-past twelve 
that day. You see, he had been staying with us since the 
previous evening." 

. “Since the previous evening?” Arnold exclaimed. “ Are 
you quite sure of that ? "' 

“ Absolutely. And I can produce a number of witnesses in 
support of my statement." 


* What time on Thursday did Mr. Runcorn arrive here? ”’ 


* Shortly after five o'clock in the afternoon. I should tell 
you, perhaps, that the arrangement that he should stay here 
on the night of the 9th had been made some weeks previously. 
Runcom wrote to me and said that he would be passing through 
London on his way to join the Amaranth at Southampton. I 
immediately wrote back inviting him to stay here on the night: 


f t 3 
e he oth, and he accepte ri. Kamalakar Mishra Collection, Varanasi 


P^ - ^ 


| MR. WESTERBY MISSING 243 


“It’s very curious that I should not have been told of this 
when I was at Brixem Hall,” said Arnold. 

“It isn't, really," Mr. Marden-Barleigh replied. “You see, 
Бзпооа had not told his wife or daughter that he was coming 

еге.” : 

“You will forgive me if I say that that, again, seems some- 
what curious." 

“Neither curious nor criminal, under the circumstances. 
You see, some little time ago my wife and Mrs. Runcorn had 
a serious disagreement. Far be it from me to judge which of 
them was inethe wrong. I have no doubt that mistakes were 
made and hard words spoken on either side. But the net result 
is that Mrs. Runcorn, temporarily at least, has made up her mind 
to have nothing to do with any of us. And from what Runcorn 
told me, his wife forbade him to have any communication 
with the family she had outlawed. So, you see, he was not 
likely to risk unpleasantness by telling anyone at Brixem Hall 
that he was coming here.” 

“ Yes, I can understand that," Arnold replied slightly be- 
wildered. “Mr. Runcorn arrived here about five o'clock on 
the oth, you say? Can you tell me how he spent the rest of 
the evening ? " 5 

“Т can, indeed. He had tea in the drawing-room with the three 
of us, my wife, my eldest daughter and myself. After tea, he and 
I sat in this room talking until it was time to dress for dinner. 
Six people sat down to dinner that evening. These were, my 
wife, my daughter, a friend of ours and his wife, Runcorn and 
myself. After dinner, the six of us went to a theatre, Runcorn 
driving us there and back in his car. We were back here between 
half-past eleven and twelve and had cold supper. The two - 
friends whom we had invited then went home by taxi. Runcorn 
and I sat up over whiskies and sodas until half-past one or there- 
abouts. We then went to bed.” 


* And next morning ? " Arnold asked. қ 
= The four of us breakfasted at nine o'clock. Soon after ten 


i went out to keep an appointment with a solicitor 
oat Row. He came back about twelve o’cloék and, as 
I have just told you, we lunched at half-past. - 

" “You are quite sure that Mr. Runcorn did not leave the house. 


а 5 ht ? » - Е 2 
4ш Man e of course, swear to that,” Mr. Marden-Barleigh 


replied. “ But if he did, I fail to see how he can have got back 


to it. He had no latch-key.” | - . 
oin the course of conversation with you, did Mr. Runcorn 


ion Mr. Westerby's name? " ` p | : | 
. happen ‘aid, еей. It-was while we were talking in here | 
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before dinner on Thursday evening. He told me that he had 
called to see Westerby as he was driving down from York that 
morning, and that they had quarrelled." E 

* Did he tell you what the quarrel was about ? ” Arnold asked. 

“He did, and it appeared to me to be a very involved story. 
Since it in no way concerned me, I cannot pretend to remember 
all the details. I understand that Runcorn and Westerby, were 
co-trustees for some estate or other, and that they differed 
over some point in its administration. I had heard something 
of the kind from Runcorn before this, and I would hazard a 
guess that their quarrel was perennial" | e 

“Did Mr. Runcorn express his anger with Mr. Westerby ? ” 

* Anger ? ” Mr. Marden-Barleigh replied. “ Annoyance would 
I think, be a more suitable term. He told me more than once 
with considerable emphasis that Westerby was an obstinate 
fool. He may or may not have been. I am not in a position 
to judge, for I never met him." 

“Т ат given to understand that Mr. Runcorn is a man of 
violent temper," Arnold remarked. 

"That is in a sense perfectly true. To employ a modern 
expression, he is apt £o go off the deep end at the slightest hint 
of opposition. But in my experience, at all events, it is all 
bark and no bite. He very soon gets over his displays of exas- 
peration. And, asI happen to know, he is at heart thoroughly 
generous and open-minded." 

Mr. Marden-Barleigh paused and then continued : 

* If you will forgive me saying so, Inspector, it is not difficult 
to see what you have in mind. According to the newspaper 
reports, Westerby’s body was found in a packing-case at Brixem- 
Hall. Naturally, therefore, the owne? of the premises must ‘be 
an object of suspicion to you. І сап only repeat to that Runcorn 
reached this house at five o’clock on the afternoon of Thursday 
the oth, and remained in my company, with very short intervals, 
until after one o’clock on the morning of the roth.” 

a “Хой would, of course, be prepared to repeat that statement 
in the witness-box ? " Arnold asked. ; 
M I should," Mr. Marden-Barleigh replied, without the silghtest 
hesitation. ‘‘ But I cannot expect you to be satisfied with пу. 
unsupported word. You will, therefore, I hope, consent to 
lunch with us, when you will have the opportunity of discussing 
the matter with my wife and daughter. Then, if you wish for 
additional confirmation, I will give you the names and addresses 

of the two friends who dined with us and accompanied us to 
the theatre that evening. These friends of ours were 
friends of Runcom’s, I may say. That is why we saked them ^ - 
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;'" That is very kind of you," Arnold replied. “I shall be 
very glad to accept your invitation. May I ask what was the 
wording of the Marconigram, Mr. Runcorn sent уоп?” 

"I have it here," Mr. Marden-Barleigh replied. He rose 
and walked across the room to.a desk. From this he picked 
up a telegraph form which he handed to the Inspector. The 
office of origin was the S.S. Amaranth, at sea, and the date was 
November 18th. The wording was: 


“SAW WESTERBY ALIVE AND WELL NOON ТН. 
COMMUNICATE WITH THE POLICE AND TELL WHAT 
YOU KNOW. RUNCORN.” 


Arnold handed back the telegram form. “That seems to 
show that Mr. Runcorn had nothing to hide,” he said. 

“ І received a similar impression myself," Mr. Marden- Barleigh 
replied. “I assure you, Inspector, that Runcorn is the last 
man in the world to commit a deliberate and carefully-planned 
murder. He might hit out in a moment of rage, but I feel 
quite sure he would not commit murder.” 

A little later lunch was announced, and Arnold found himself 
in very charming company: Mr. Marden-Barleigh deftly turned 
the conversation on to the subject of Runcorn's visit to Benover 
Street. His wife and daughter fully confirmed all that he had 
told Arnold, as later did the parlour-maid. Arnold left the 
house fully satisfied that Runcorn had arrived there at five 
o'clock on the 9th and had not left it again until next 
morning. : Ч 

On his way back to Scotland Yard, Arnold made up his 
mind to call at Merrign's rooms, since these were very little 
out of his way. He rang the bell, but for some considerable 
time met with no reply. АҒ last the door opened and he was 
confronted by Merrión, in his shirt-sleeves and with а smoking 

soldering-iron in his hand. ; 4 5 
` Merrion regarded the Inspector with evident disfavour. . 
“Oh, so it's you, is it? ” he said. “That’s the worst of you 
policemen, you always butt in at inconvenient‘moments. Can't 
you see I'm busy? " m s 0 ; 

у Appearances would certainly suggest it, Arnold replied. 
“What in the world are you up to ? RUE à 

Merrion held aloft the soldering-iron. “ Acting as plumber’s 
mate,” he said. “ Newport's the plumber. And if I'm not. 
back before this iron gets cold, there'll be trouble. 

* Anything I can do to help ? ” Arnold asked. _ 

“Қо, Newport and I can manage between us. Now run. 
along, there's a good clap. ‘Oh, by the way, I was going to 
ring уор u later оп. Саге to dine with me this evening ? 
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«га be deighted," Arnold replied. “I want to talk to you 
about lots of things. What time shall I come along ? ” 

«15 no good coming here, for it’s Newport’s evening out 
and there won't be any one to cook the dinner. We'd better 
meet at Benito’s and have a meal there. Say eight o'clock. 
How will that до?” à 

* Splendidly," Arnold replied. “ІШ be there on time. 
Good-bye, till then." . . 

“Good-bye,” said Merrion, brusquely slamming the door. 
From outside Arnold could hear him running upstairs two steps 
at a time. As he went on his way he wondered what catas- 
trophe had occasioned this unusual energy. ` 

He had not been seated long at his desk when the telephone 
rang. The message was from the sergeant at Notting Hill. 

“Тыс about the man, George Horstead, sir,” the sergeant 

reported. “ He came before the Magistrate this morning and 
was remanded in custody pending further evidence being offered 
against him. Is that all right, sir?” 
. “Oh, confound. George Horstead 1” Arnold exclaimed. 
“Td almost forgotten all about him. Yes, I suppose that's 
right. ГІ give further instructions in the course of a day or 
so. Had Horstead anything to say for himself in court?” 

“Nothing at all, sir. He pleaded not guilty, and seemed 
quite pleased when he was remanded. It’s my belief that he 
rather enjoys having his board and lodgings free." 

“Well, as long as he's content, I am. All right, Sergeant, 
you'll hear from me again very shortly.” Апа with that Arnold 
rang off. 

Both Arnold and Merrion kept their appointment at Benito's 
punctually that evening. Not wishing to be overheard in the 
crowded restaurant, Arnold made no reference during dinner 
to his professional activities. The meal over, they walked the 
short distance to Merrion's rooms, to which a latch-key admitted 
them. The place was in darkness and a complete silence reigned. 
Merrion switched on the lights in the lounge and looked round. 

“ Confound the fellow!” he exclaimed. “ Не was in such а 
hurry to get out that he forgot to put out the whisky. We'll 
have to go and find it ourselves. You may as well come along. 
and help. I'm blest if I know where Newport keeps the glasses 
um things. It’s his department, and I don’t interfere with 

The course of their investigations led them into every room,: 
until Merrion had located a couple of glasses in the pantry 
"Phat “al a sun. in a crate under the kitchen table. > 
z hats x ion said. “І know where the whisky 
is, EET ONE RS NE DREN B йд V i lounge, 
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Come along, let’s make comfortable by the fire and 
tell me all about it.” y um E 

.He poured out the drinks and set them down on a table 
within reach. “ Now then, what's the trouble ? ” he continued. 
Has Runcórn vanished in mid-ocean from the good ship Ama- 
ranih or something like that ? ” 

15 worse than that,” ‘Arnold replied. “ I've been lunching 
with some friends of his. Not at all the sort of people who 
would become accessories to murder after the fact. _Now, just 
you listen for I’ve got quite a lot to tell you.” : 

Merrion listened obediently while Arnold recounted . his 
adventures since their last meeting. '' You certainly haven't 
been wasting your time," he said when the Inspector had come 
to the end of his story. '' And from what you tell me it looks 
very much as though you will have to change your ideas a bit: 
But I dare say you've done that already." Я 

Arnold shook his head mournfully. ‘I’m bound to admit 
that I'm beat," he replied. “This is the way I look at it.. 
The murderer must have met Westerby at or near Slinton 
between ten and eleven o'clock on the night of the gth. There's 
no getting away from that, is there ? ” 

“There isn't," said Merrion. “ You can make that the 
central pillar of any theory.” 

“Very well, then. If any one can produce evidence that 
he was in London between those times, he cannot have been 
the murderer. That's logic, isn't it ? ¥ у 

Merrion nodded. “ Yes, that’s logic,” he replied quietly. 

“Then if you’re agreed to that, none of our five possible 
suspects can have been the murderer. Let’s just run through 
the evidence we have in their favour. We'll take Horstead 
first since he was yolr favourite. Considerably earlier than 
ten o'clock, Horstead was playing billiards in The Three Pigeons. 
His prowess was such that he won quite a lot of money and 
attracted the attention of most of the customers. He did not 
stop playing until closing time, when he went back to his lodgings 
and astonished his landlady by paying his rent. So Iam afraid 
* your horse hasn't run quite up to your expectations." : 

Merrion smiled. “They never do," he replied. 5 That's 
why backing horses is not one of my vices. Go ahead. x. 

* Then we'll take Runcorn next, since, as I'm bound to admit, 
I was pretty certain of him. Between ten and eleven Runcorn 
was at the theatre with five other persons, all of whom are 
prepared to swear to his presence there. It is also established 
beyond any doubt that after the theatre Mr. Runcorn was at 
Mr. Marden's-Barleigh house in Benover Street until at least 
half-past бі бер Fd Өйүз ker Mishra Collection, Varanasi  . 
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“ So your horse fails to win the race. You're perfectly satisfied 
of Runcorn's alibi, I suppose ? ” 24" 

* Absolutely,” Arnold replied with conviction. “It is in a 
way the most satisfactory of them all And Fm perfectly 
satisfied that the Marden-Barleigh family and their friends 
would not agree upon a false statement for the purpose of shield- 
ing a murderer. Runcorn cannot have been the murderer of 
Mr. Westerby. Nor, so far as I can see, can he have had any 
hand in putting the body into the packing-case. Even if he 
left the house after half-past one, he could not possibly have 
got to Newcastle and back before breakfast.” 

* That's perfectly true,” Merrion agreed. “In fact, I doubt 
whether he could even have got to Slinton and back.” 

“Then we come to Aylesworth. I have not checked his 
movements that evening before half-past ten, for it hardly 
seemed necessary. He got back from dining in the West End 
about that time and proceeded to make a disturbance in his 

4 зш. We have the evidence of Colonel Gatwick and of 
гіпсе.” : 
* And for that matter, Aylesworth had no particular motive 
for murdering his uncle?” Merrion remarked. 
«ТП come to the question of motive later. At present I'm 
only dealing with opportunity. You may remember that you 
suggested that I should make inquiries as to Moreling's move- 
ments that evening. Well, I have. At ten o'clock or there- 
abouts, Moreling was at Godstone Street bidding farewell to 
his eminently respectable butler friend, Mr. Lawton. Further, 
he told me that after Lawton had left, he had seen the police- 
man on beat and had a word with him. I had the policeman 
questioned and he remembers tho incident perfectly well. He 
'says that he stood outside No. 9 Godstone Street for two or 
three minutes talking to Moreling. He knows him well and 
has often spoken to him before. And he is almost sure that it 
was the night of the 9th that this happened." 
.. * Almost sure ? ” Merrion repeated. “I can't help wondering 
if that's where you're going to slip up." 


“ LJ = J P 
_ “Т don't think so in this case," Arnold replied. “I know: 


how difficult it is for the ordinary person who does not keep a 
record of his doings to remember the exact date on which any- 
thing happens. That's why I've been so careful to get every 
one concerned to establish the date. And in every case, they 
can link it up with something else that happened that day. 
I'm pretty well satisfied that there's no room for error there." 
eo, Well, that's all to the good," said Merrion cheerfully. 

There's only one horse left now, and it strikes me that he's 
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" That's just what I want to talk to you about," Arnold 
replied. “Fenton admits himself that he was at Slinton 
between ten and eleven o'clock. Hallo, what's that?” 

From the next room had come a sudden clang as of metal 
being struck. 

“Оһ, that's nothing," Merrion replied. “Newport must 


. have come back to finish that job we were busy with when 


you called this afternoon. What’s the time? ” 

* Arnold looked at his watch. “Ten minutes to ten," hé 
replied. | 

“ Well, Newport's back early," said Merrion. “I thought 
he would be, for he hates leaving a job unfinished. There he 
goes again. Never mind, before he went out he told me that 
he'd nearly finished. I don't suppose that racket will go on 
for long, and if it does we'll tell him to leave it till the morning:” 

“What is the job?” Arnold asked. “Something gone 
wrong with the plumbing ? ” 

“ Oh, I'll show you when it's finished,” Merrion replied. “ Get 
on with your story. I’m very anxious to hear your theory 
regarding Fenton.” 3 

* I haven't got a theory yet," Arnold replied. “ But up to 
a point it's as clear as daylight. Fenton had both the oppor- 
tunity and the motive. The question is, did he murder Mr. 
Westerby ?” 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


MERRION made no immediate reply to this question. For a 
full minute there was silence in the room, broken only by the 
sound of the hammering next door. Newport was apparently 
engaged in beating some metal object into shape. The hammer- 
ing was irregular, a single tap at varying intervals, then two or 
three in quick succession. ‘The noise did not seem to disturb 
Merrion, who sat smoking his cigarette thoughtfully and staring 
into the fire. om 5 Же ғ 
“Fenton had the opportunity," he said at last. The story 
he told you identifies him with the shabby gentleman. In fact 
his statement exactly confirms, from his own point of view; 
the story that Mrs. Vowell told us. Being in Slinton at the time 
he may well have waylaid Westerby and murdered him. But... 
“Yes, I know,” said Arnold, seeing that Merrion was dis- 
inclined to finish his sentence. “ But how did Mr. Westerby's 
body find its way into the packing-case ? If you can explain 
that I'm ready to arrest Fenton the first thing in the morning. 
СС-0. Digitized by eGangotri. Kamalakar Mishra Collection, Varanasi 
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“You don't expect me to explain it off-hand, do you?" 
said Merrion. " You've got your evidence of motive all ready, 
I expect." 1 . 

“I told you just now that I would discuss the question of 

- motive. We'll go through the list again, taking Runcorn first 
thistime. So far as I have been able to find out, he had nothing 
whatever to gain by Mr. Westerby's death. The only motive 
we can attribute to him is the enmity arising from a quarrel. 
We know that he quarrelled with Westerby on the morning of 
the 9th. Not only have we Mrs. Vowell's evidence on that 
point, but Runcorn told Mr; Marden-Barleigh all bout it that 
evening. When Runcorn left The Old Cottage he was feeling 
the reverse of friendly towards Mr. Westerby. 

“Оп the other hand, we have evidence from a number of 
different sources that such quarrels were not infrequent. Run- 
corn isin the habit of losing his temper if he meets with opposition. 
On the other hand, I am assured that his rancour does not last 
for very long, and that as soon as he recovers from the incident 
he forgets all about it. As Mr. Marden-Barleigh said to him, 


. he might be provoked to sudden assault, but not. to deliberate ' 


and premeditated murder." 

"I always thought that motive was the weak link of your 
case against Runcorn,” said Merrion. “ What about the others ? 

“With one exception, they all share the same motive, which 
was financial gain. Тат inclined to think that you're right about 
the will. Mr. Bittern rang me up this afternoon about it. 
He has made inquiries in every likely and unlikely quarter, 
and my people have been through the house twice from roof to 
cellar. The only possible explanation is that Mr. Westerby 
destroyed it on the Monday evening before he left London.” 

Merrion smiled. “I’m glad you, found my theories helpful. 
You believe that he told nobody he had done зо?” 

"I'm pretty sure he wouldn't have told anybody," Arnold 
replied. “ There is no earthly reason why he should have done 


aee not stand to gain financially in any way by his uncle's 
S Both Horstead and Moreling did,” Merrion remarked. 
ГІ admit that. But Fenton stood to gain far more than 
either of them. Under the terms of the second will, Mrs. Fenton 
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was the residuary legatee. She inherited the bulk of her uncle’s- 
money without any restriction whatever, There was no sug- 

gestion of a Trust of any kind, the money was to be paid to her 

outright. And since she seems to be entirely under her husband's 

thumb, there is no doubt that the money would immediately 

have found its way into Tenton’s pocket. In fact, Fenton’s 

motive is the clearest of all.” 

* It would appear to be, certainly,” Merrion replied. “ Yes, 
I'll agree that Fenton had the opportunity and the motive. In 
fact, if the body had been found at Slinton lying by the road- 
side I shouldn't have had any doubts of Fenton's guilt. But’ 
unfortunately, it wasn’t.” 

“That's just it,” Arnold grumbled. “ Look here, I've been 
trying to work this out. Perhaps you can make something of 
it, for I confess I can’t. Supposing that Fenton borrowed that 
car he had seen standing by the riverside? Having killed 
Mr.- Westerby, he put the body in the car and drove away. 
He disposed of the body, and then drove the car back to where 
he had found it. This done, he cycled back to Lincoln.” 

* Where did he dispose of the body?” Merrion asked. 

* "That's just the difficulty. It's quite certain that he didn't 
put the body in the packing-case while the lorry was standing 
outside Mence's Pull-up for the lorry reached there at 1.38 and 
left at 2-30. At 1-30, or actually, I believe, a few minutes 
before, Fenton was іп Lincoln. And I am informed that he was 
working at his job there the whole of the following day. 

* The next question is, did Fenton hide the body somewhere 
near Slinton and pick it up much later? But by noon next day 
at the latest the packing-case had reached Brixem Hall. Did 
Fenton convey the body there? It sounds almost incredible. 
Apart from the problem of the means of conveyance, how could 
Fenton have known that he would find the packing-case in the 
harness-room at Brixem Hall ? "' E 

Merrion shook his head. “I think you can dismiss that par- 
ticular possibility from your mind,” he replied. EE 

“Very well then. The only alternative that remains 15 this. 
Fenton put the body into the packing-case before the lorry 
reached Mence’s Pull-up. : 1 ; 

‚ “That theory involves the collusion of Chivers, the driver. 
Chivers struck me as being particularly honest and straight- 
forward, but you can’t always go by appearances. The real 
difficulty is this. How did Chivers and Fenton fix things up 
between them? -Fenton in Lincoln can have had no possible 
means of knowing that Aylesworth would consign a packing-case 
containng statuary to Runcom’s place that night. Chivers 
did not know until he was about to leave London at half-past 
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seven that he would have to pick up a packing-case in Caroline 
Avenue. There is no question of Chivers having telephoned 
this information to Fenton, for by half-past seven Fenton had 
already left Lincoln on his way to Slinton." : 

"There's yet another difficulty,” said Merrion. “ Would 
you like me to point it out to you (5 296 

* You're better at pointing out difficulties than you аге at 
being helpful," Arnold growled. “ Carry on. Let's hear this 
snag of yours." ў 

‘Its a mathematical one,” Merrion replied. ` * It could best 
be demonstrated by a series of graphs, but that would take too 
long. It depends upon two factors—the progress of the lorry 
between London and Mence's Pull-up, and the time expended 
by Fenton after his disposal of the body. 

“Suppose Fenton set out in the car immediately after his 
second visit to The Old Cottage at half-past ten. The lorry 
left the London depot at 7-30 and arrived at Mence's Pull-up 
at 1-38, after a journey of r34 miles. Allowing for the detour 
by Caroline Avenue and the stop there, that works out at an 
average speed of 27 miles an hour. 

“Now, at тт o'clock, the lorry was still two and a half hours 
short of Mence’s Pull-up, or in distance nearly 70 miles. This 
point is about 75 miles by road from Slinton. Fenton could 

_ not have covered 150 miles in the car, and then cycled back to 
Lincoln by 1-30. 

* Now try half an hour later, at half-past eleven. The lorry 
was then 54 miles short of Mence's Pull-up, or about 60 miles 
from Slinton. Supposing Fenton met the lorry when it reached 
this point, he would have only two hours before him in which 
to drive 60 miles back to Slinton and then ride 14 further miles on 
his bicycle to Lincoln. I won't say the feat is impossible, but 
it would take a lot of doing. 2 

* Finally consider the position at midnight. The lorry was 
then about 45 miles from Slinton. If Fenton had met it there, 
he would have had an hour and a half to cover 45 miles in the 
car and 14 on his bicycle. And you must remember that ac- 
cording to his own statement Fenton was entirely unfamiliar 
with the country.” 

„“ Yes, I follow that all right," said Arnold. * It's an addi- 
tional argument against Fenton having deposited the body. 
i Well, then, what did happen ? ” 
ў Fenton didn’t leave it by the roadside for the lorry to pick 
i up, you may be sure of that,” Merrion replied. “ Thank heaven, 
| that confounded racket has stopped at last! Newport must. 
| have finished the job and gone to bed. I can't say I'm sorry, 
. for Bis-hataitrediy as geitinn da enyisherrede оъ Yalide’t want 
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to damp his enthusiasm for the job. Well, I don’t know about 
you, but I’m thinking of going to bed. You and I are going 
to have a night out to-morrow,” 

* A night ош!” Arnold exclaimed. “ What do you mean ? 
What's going to happen ? ” 

_“ We're going for a midnight drive. We shall leave here at 
nine o’clock and, with any luck, we ought to be back by six 
o'clock next morning. How does that appeal to you?" 

F Not overmuch,” Arnold replied. What’s the “idea?” 

‘ The idea is to test a theory of mine. It may tum out that 
we shall have our journey for nothing, but somehow I don’t 
think it will.” 

* You're not pulling my leg, are you ? " asked Arnold sus- 
piciously. : 

* Word of honour, I'm not. Honestly I think this little trip 
of ours to-morrow night will be well worth your while. You'd 
better have some dinner with me here at half-past seven and 
we'll start at nine sharp. And, as we shan't get much sleep: 
to-morrow night, we'd better lay in a stock now. I'l see you 
out of the place." Я 

Arnold left his friend’s rooms and went home. In spite of 
the inextricable tangle into which the threads of his case had 
fallen he slept surprisingly well. He rose refreshed next morning, 
which was Tuesday, and went to his office at Scotland Yard. 

Among the papers which had been placed on his table was а. 
departmental envelope. He tore this open and extracted from 
it a card which bore a complete set of fingerprints, right hand and. 
left. And beneath these fingerprints was a signature, Henry 
Newport. A ИУ ОРЕ З 

Arnold stared at those fingerprints in stupefaction. The 
only Newport he knew was Merrion’s servant, whose activities 


why ha : 8 quests 
being unanswerable by any process of logical reasoning, 91 
rang up the Fingerprint Department and asked the officer in 
_ charge to come and see him. 5 = - 
: The officer appeared in Sue course. “ Hallo; Inspector, what s. 
this morning ? 7 he asked. : = а= 
"P Arnold nie the card across to him: “ That, he ‘replied 
laconicall sp 


nicas y. E TE a 
* Well, what's the matter with it?" said the other. Г 
„rather proud of those prints. Took them myself, and they've . 


come out remarkable well if they aet to your liking. Icant 
help it, and that’s all there 1s about 1t. $ 3 
You took them prints yourself? When?” 
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“Why, when do you suppose? І happened to be working 
lete when that chap you sent along came in, so I did the job 
myself. He said you'd be wanting them first thing in the 
morning." х 

Arnold rubbed his forehead apprehensively. “TI believe the 
worries of this place are sending me barmy,” he replied. “I 
haven't the remotest idea what you're talking about. I never 
sent any one here last night.” 


“ Му dear chap, your memory must be playing tricks with . 


you," said the fingerprint officer. “Тһе chap, who gave his 
name as Newport, said that you were in his master's rooms in 
St. James's. I asked him who his master was and he said Mr. 
Merrion, and I remembered that he was a friend of yours. New- 
port said that you had sent him along to have his fingerprints 

` taken in connection with опе of the cases that you were engaged 
upon. So I took the prints and he signed them in my presence. 
And as he said that you would want them first thing in the 
morning I sent them straight up to your room. And that's the 
whole story.” 

“ Either the man's mad, or, what's still more likely, I am,” 
тапа replied in а dazed voice. “ What time was this, may 

ask?” : 

“ The fellow came in just before ten and I’d finished with him 
at five minutes past. That sort of job doesn’t take long when 
you're used to it." ; 

“ You mean to tell me that Newport was here at the Yard 
at ten o'clock yesterday evening ? "' 

“I do," the other replied. “ It seems to strike you as odd, 
somehow." 

A It. does," Arnold replied. . “So odd that it convinces me 
that I've gone clean off my head. АШ right I'll ask you to come 
and see me again a little later in the morning." 

He waited until the fingerprint officer had left the room. 
Then he put a call through to Merrion's number. Newport's voice 
answered him. “ Ask Mr. Merrion if he'll speak to me for a 
moment, will you ? ” said the Inspector. й 

, Very good, sir," Newport replied. There was a minute's 
silence, then Arnold heard Newport's voice again.  . 

Mr. Merrion asks me to apologise, sir. He's very busy at - 
the moment and can't speak to yoü. But he told me that if 
there was anything I could do for you, I was to do it." 
Vang or сап do something for me. You can come to Scotland 
„Хаха straight away. Tell them that you want to see me, and , 
they'll bring you up to my room." 2 

Very good, sir," Newport replied. “Ill start at 


once. : 2 : 
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Half an hour later, Newport was announced. He looked 
unnaturally solemn as Arnold eyed him suspiciously. “What 
tricks have you been up to now ? " the Inspector asked. “ Did 
you come here last night and have your fingerprints акеп?” 

“Yes, sir," Newport replied briskly. RS 

“Then what the devil did you mean by saying that I sent 
you? You know perfectly well that I never did anything of 
the kind. I never ever set eyes on you yesterday evening." 

2 Very sorry, sir,” Newport replied. “ Mr. Merrion's orders. 

'* Т thought as much," Arnold growled. “ All right, sit down 
over theres’ : 

. Again he rang up the fingerprint officer. This time he asked 
him to bring with him the necessary apparatus for taking prints. 
As soon as the officer entered the room he recognised Newport. 
“ Hallo," he said, “so you've turned up again, have you? I 
wish I knew what the game was." 

“So do I," remarked Arnold sombrely. “ Таке his finger- 
prints, will you ? ” с 

* What, again ! " the officer exclaimed. “ All right, it won't 
take a moment. Newport ought to know as much about the 
game as I do by this time." 

The second set of prints was taken on a similar card to the 
first. Arnold:laid them beside one another on his table and 
beckoned to the fingerprint officer. ‘ Now, then” he said firmly. 
* Do those two sets of prints belong to the same person or do 
they not ?-" í 5 

* Why, of course they do,” exclaimed the fingerprint officer. 
* Haven't I just —? " ' S 

* Never mind about that,” Arnold interrupted him. “ Com- 
pare them as if you'd seen neither set before. Now then, what 
have you got to say about it? ” Е 

* Just the same as, I said before," the expert replied after:a 
pause. "Iam prepared to swear in the witness-box that these 
two sets of fingerprints were made by one and the same person. 

“ And you are prepared to swear that the first set was taken 
at ten o'clock last night ? ” ^ а ар? 

“ Of course, I am" the other replied. “Гуе got it booked 
down in my log-book. And there were a couple of other chaps 
in the room who'll support me, if you don't believe it. — . 

“с All right,” said Arnold wearily. I suppose there’s°a joke 


in this somewhere, but I’m blest if I can see it. ' He dismissed * 


Newport and the fingerprint officer, then turned to the other 


apers that lay on his desk. 5 
Р But he found it impossible to concentrate upon them. ue 
mystery of Merrion's behaviour persisted in intruding 1 
upon his thoughts. It would have been no use asking Newport 
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for an explanation. Arnold knew that his devotion to his master 
was such that he would have allowed himself to be torn limb 
from limb rather than reveal his secret. And if he rang up 
again the only reply would be that Merrion was still too-busy 
to speak to him. Arnold resigned himself to patience until his. 
appointment with Merrion that evening. t 

He spent the rest of the day attending to matters which had 
fallen into arrears during his preoccupation with the Westerby 
case. At seven o'clock, his work finished, he walked to Merrion’s 
rooms. Newport, correct as ever, opened the door to him and 
showed him into the lounge. Here he found Merriofi enjoymg 
a glass of sherry. Without the formality of a greeting Arnold 
walked up to-him and stood over him threateningly. “ Now 
then, will you kindly tell me what all this is about ? ” he demand- 


“АШ what?” Merrion replied. “The sherry, you mean? 
Sit down and pour yourself out a glass. There's still ten minutes 
before dinner.” : А 

But Arnold refused to be put off. “ You know perfectly 
well what I meant,” he said. “ All that tomfoolery about New- 
port last night. You're guilty of wasting the time of officers 
of the Yard, to say nothing of the cost of the ink used.” 

“Oh, that!" Merrion replied lightly. “І can assure you 
that neither the time nor the ink has been wasted. They con- 
tributed to an experiment of the highest educational value. 
Now, do sit down, there’s a good fellow. This is my best sherry. 
I had a bottle especially opened in your honour.” 


CHAPTER TWENTY ° 


IN spite of Arnold's persistence he was unable to get any expla- 
nation from Merrion, and at last abandoned the attempt in 
despair. He knew well enough that his friend was not in the 
habit of playing pointless practical jokes, and that in due course 
the mystery would be revealed to him. He therefore devoted his 
attention to the dinner which was, as usual, excellent. е 
Punctually at nine o’clock Newport appeared, announcing 
, that hé had brought the car round from the garage and that it 
was standing at the door. They went down to it, Merrion 
sitting behind the wheel with Arnold beside him. 
Let's hope that this experiment will be as successful as the 
last," Merrion remarked as they threaded their way through 
the traffic in a northerly direction. “І don't mind confessing 
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But if we don't take chances, we shall never get апуупег®. 
That's right, isn't it ? " x WT 

ns Im not anxious to lose my night's rest on а wid-gucse 
chase," Arnold replied. , “ Perhaps you'll condescezd to teil 
me where we're going to ? ” - 

“Oh, you'll find that out for yourself soon enough," seid 
Merrion. “ It’s a jolly night for а drive, anyhow. А clear sky 
and just enough breeze to blow any fog away. And we needn't 
hurry ourselves unduly.” 

Under Меггіоп”5 expert pilotage they reached the Great North 
Road, and, leaving the urban area behind them, began to in- 
crease speed. Merrion kept glancing at the clock and the speedo- 
meter on the dash. It was evident that he was working to a 
regular time-table, and in spite of Arnold’s occasional attempts 
at conversation he remained unwontedly taciturn. 

In the end, Arnold abandoned his attempts and dozed off, 
waking up occasionally to glance at the mileage indicator. 
Fifty miles, seventy miles, a hundred. He dozed off again 
and woke with a start as Merrion nudged him. “Look!” 
exclaimed the driver. “ There in front of you.” 

Arnold blinked and sat up. They were travelling at a steady 
forty miles an hour along a straight stretch of road. In front 
of them wasa lorry travelling more slowly in the same direction. 
Their headlights showed up the door at the back of this lorry, 
across which was painted in heavy white letters “ The Haynes 
Road Transport Company.” : 2 

“See that?” said Merrion. “ Pretty well timed, I think. 


“Why Mence’s Pull-up, I suppose,” he replied. “ But why nee 
* You'll find that out when we get there. Now, let's pass 


He accelerated and overtook the lorry. “ Now, then, Keep 
» he continued. “ We don’t want to over- 


the sign first. Their headlights illuminate the cat's-eye com- 
UNE * Mence's Pull-up—one hundred yards. ; 
ж Good!” exclaimed Merrion. If we meet your friend 


so it’s no good telling fairy-stories. 1 
leave EN the talking to me. If you have to say anything 
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that we've just stopped for a cup of coffee and a rest. Here 
weare. This is the place." 

Merrion slowed down as they approached a low and un- 
asuming building standing at the roadside. On the opposite 
side was a wide grass verge beneath the spreading branches of 
alineoftrees. Merrion pulled on to the verge, stopped the car 
and turned out his lights. “Now then, what about a cup 
of hot coffee ? ” he said. 

They got out of the car and walked stiffly across the road 
to the open door of the building. Merrion pushed this open 
and they entered. They found themselves in'a room, not unlike 
the bar of an inn, with a counter at one end, behind which an 
elderly man was cutting sandwiches. On the counter were 
plates of pies and other delicacies, together with a large kettle 
heated by a Primus stove. The floor of the room was covered 
with chairs and tables, except for a space at the other end where 
a dart board was hanging. 

' The room was empty but for the man behind the counter, 
who looked up as they entered. He seemed faintly surprised 
at not recognising them. ; 

“ Good-evening, gentlemen," he said. '' What can I have 
the pleasure of getting for you ? ” 

“ Two large cups of coffee.” Merrion replied promptly. “ Апа 
are those ham sandwiches you're cutting? I can do with 
a couple, and so can my friend here. Quiet, aren’t 
you ? ` 

The man glanced at the clock hanging: above the counter, 
which showed the time to be half-past one. “ Always pretty 
slack about now," he replied. “ If you'd been here an hour ago 
you'd have seen the room full. And they'll be several of the: 
regular chaps dropping in before long. You'd best take the 
table nearest the fire before they come.” 

“Thanks foi the tip," said Merrion. He and Arnold carried 
their coffee and sandwiches to the table and sat down to enjoy 
them. They.had barely been in the reom five minutes when 
they heard a lorry draw up outside. A minute or two later the 
door operted and the driver came in. 
А “Hallo, Alf!” the man behind the counter greeted him. 
And how's Alf to-night?” — . 

“And how's Bill?" the new-comer replied. “Апа the 
missus? Both okay? That’s grand. ГЛ have my usual, Bill. 
Bert not come along yet, then?” 

Haven't seen anything of him,” Mence replied. “ Maybe 
theres a wisp or two of fog up London way.” “Then itl ° 
be different from where I've come from," Alf replied. 
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Newcastle. Bert'l be along in the next ten misctes vom 
see if he isn’t.” ES 

Alf’s prediction proved correct. Just before 2 Quarter io ims 
a second lorry pulled up outside. “ That'll be Beri,” szid Ан 
draining his cup of coffee. “We'll have time for г exe сі 
darts after he's had his grub.” He turned as the docr opened, 
“ Hallo, Bert, how’s the world treating you ? ” Я 

“Not so badly,” replied the new arrival, whom Arnold re- 
cognised instantly as Chivers. “And how's Bill? Looking 
like a picture, isn’t he ? " 

“ Pretty picture, I should say," Mence remarked. “ Гуе got 
your faggots keeping hot in the oven. It won't take a minute 
to fetch them." А ў 

Chivers turned round, and for the first time noticed the couple 
sitting at the table by the fire. He glanced at them casually, 
then opened his eyes wide at the vaguely-familiar face. 

‚© Good-evening, Chivers,” said Arnold genially. “You re- 
member me, I dare сау?” 

“ Why, bless me if it isn't the gentleman from Scotland Yard 
who came to see me the other morning!” Chivers exclaimed. 
“ Well, I'd never have thought of meeting you again here, and 
that’s a fact.” 

“ It's owing to your recommendation that we're here,” Arnold 
replied. “ You said it was a good place to stop, so we thought 


22 
=2 


we'd look іп on our way up North. This is a friend of mine © 


who is driving me in his саг.” : 
“Glad to,meet you, sir," said Chivers. "I saw the саг 
standing in the pull-up and wondered who it might be. Have 
you found out yet who murdered Mr. Westerby, Inspector ? 
“ We're.on the way,” Arnold replied. “ You'd better bring 
your faggots over here by the fire. It’s none too warm to-night. 
Chivers and his friend Alf sat down at the next table. Merrion 
waited tactfully until the faggots had vanished and then spoke. 
“ You drivers come in here pretty regularly, by the look of it, | 
he remarked. Ss Қ ity > 
Chivers nodded. “ Every night we're passing," he said. 
* It’s our half-way house on the run between London and New- 


' castle. Alf and I usually manage; to meet and have half an 


here together, don't we, Alf?” —— | 
Отрар ight,” Alf replied. “ Апа if these gentleman like 
to join in a game of darts, they're welcome, I'm sure. x 
Merrion shook his head. “We'd only spoil your game, 
he replied. “ But aren't you fellows afraid of having something 
stolen from your lorries, leaving them outside like that? ^ | 
Chivers and his friend exchanged smiles. “ No fear of that, 
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keys. There’s no fear of any one opening our locks. And if 
they tried to break the doors open we should hear them, shouldn’t 
we?” ` ; > 

“Т expect you would,” Merrion replied. “ But someone might 
come along with a key that would fit the lock, you know." 

* Don't believe you it!” Chivers exclaimed. “They aren't 
ordinary sort of keys by a very long-way." He threw open the 
feather coat he was wearing, unbuttoned the second one beneath 
it, and finally from “ап innermost pocket produced a key of a 
most unusual shape.: “There you are now," he continued 
triumphantly. * You've never seen a key like that before, 
have you?” Д : 

“I can't say-that.I have,” Merrion replied. “‘ It's more like 
the key: of a safe than anything. It isn't likely that any one 
. would come along with one like it.” . 


“Queer thing, Bert," Alf remarked, as Chivers replaced the | 


key in the pocket from which Һе had taken it. “ It's not the 
first time that:we've been asked that very same question. And 
while we were sitting here one night, too. Don’t you remember 
the bloke that was talking to us who asked the very same thing ? ” 
** Yes, I do, now that you mention it," Chivers replied. “ And 
he was very taken with the key, if you remember. Told us 
that although he belonged to a firm that made locks he'd never 
seen one like it before.” а : 

“That shows the care your firm takes to fit the locks that no 

unauthorised person can open," Merrion remarked. “ But you'd 
have thought a locksmith would have seen a key like that before.” 

* “ Well, he badn't or at least that's what he said," Alf replied. 

“СТ showed him my key, and he could hardly believe his eyes. 
It seemed to give him quite a shock, didn't it, Вегі?” 

“ Well, I don't know about that," said Chivers. “ But it was 
.something' new in his way of business, that is why he was so 
interested, I suppose. Alf let him have it and he took it away 
under the lamp there so that he could see it better. And when 
lie gave it back he said that he didn't believe that his firm could 
make one like it if they tried. He asked who the makers were, 
but we couldn’t tell him that because we didn't know." 

“ How long ago was this ? ” Merrion asked casually. 

"Six weeks back was it?” Alf ventured, glancing his 
friend for confirmation. 

“ About that, I reckon," Chivers replied. . He finished his 
coffee and stood up. “ Now then, Alf, if you want a good licking 
I'm ready to give you a game of darts. That is, if you gentle- 
men are sure you wouldn't care to join їп?” 


` 


Merrion shook his head. “We'd rather watch," he. said. ` 


“ Му friend and I like to see a good dart thrown.” 
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“ Well, you can please ourselves, of gourse,” Chivers replied. 
“ What's it going to be, Alf?” ee oos 
^ Any signs of fog your end?” Alf asked. У 
Not a sign of it. It’s as clear asa bell. What's it like 
where you come from ? '* Ss 

“ All clear. There’s one-way traffic where they’re repairing 
the road just beyond Northallerton. But apart from that 
there's nothing to hold you up. Better make it 201, horses. 
That’s plenty of time.” | . 

Merrion’ watched the game with interest, for both men were 
expert players. Alf won the first game by bringing off a brilliant 
double sixteen with the first dart of thé throw. Chivers, 'stung 
by this defeat, played the next game faultlessly and won by a^ 
handsome margin. But Alf was not dismayed and the third 
horse was a ding-dong struggle. At last AIf, left with sixty-three 
to get, played his three darts, fifteen, ten and double nineteen. 
The game was won. ; Р р 

*' Well; that's yours,” said Chivers, glancing at the clock. 
“ Half-past two. Time we was making a move. I'll get my 
own back to-morrow night. Goodnight, gentlemen, both.” 

The drivers left the room and shortly afterwards Arnold and : 


- Merrion heard the sound of their lorries being started up. They | 


- waited until the lorries had set off towards their various des- . 


tinations, then Merrion got up. “ Better than I dared hope,” . 
he said. .“ It's time we were getting on, too. - I've known worse 
places in which to spend a restful half-hour.” E. 
They bade Mr. Mence good-night and went out to the waiting 
car. “Jump in," said Merrion, “we've nearly finished our | 
night's adventures, but not quite.’ As soon as both were 


. seated, he started the car, turned on the lights and drove away. 


. But to Arnold's surprise, before they had gone very far 


"towards London, Merrion slowed down and took a turning to the 


left. “ Where аге we bound for now ? ”. the Inspector asked. | 

E Never you mind,” Merrion replied. “Tve got all this 
worked out. You'd better go off to sleep and leave the driving 
CASU dozed off, lulled by the motion of the car. He opened 


his eyes as Merrion slowed down once more. Ahead of them 


vas a yellow A. A. signboard, rapidly becoming clearer às they 
pO it. At lat he was able to read the name. Slinton- 
рашат: 1” he exclaimed. “ Ie thought there was something 
familiar about this road. What the dickens are we doing here ? 7 
* Oh, just revisiting the haunts of our childhood,” Merrion . 
replied. * Distance from Mence’s Pull-up eleven miles, time 


. nineteen minutes. Better make a note of those, you may find 


е 
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them useful. Now for home and bed. I shall have to push 
her along if we're to get back by six o'clock as I promised 
you.” . 
He pushed along to such effect that he pulled up the car outside 
the door of his rooms at five minutes to SIX. E 

“Pretty good," he said. * It's not-much good your going 
home now. You'd better have à shake-down on my sofa. 
Personally, I'm going to bed, and I'm not going to get up again 
until lunch-time. Newport will give you.some breakfast before 
you go to the Yard!” 3 A 52 ( 

* But hang it all!" Arnold exclaimed. '' Aren't you going 
to tell me what all this has been about?" . E 

* Not on your life," Merrion replied with decision. “Tm 
far too sleepy. I expect а little quiet thinking will show you 
that your problem's solved. If it doesn’t, you're welcome 
to come and have dinner with me again to-night. You know 
your way to the sofa. Good-night." : 
` After a couple of hours of uneasy sleep, Arnold had.his break- 
fast and went to Scotland Yard. Here he sat puzzling his 
‘brains over the previous night's adventure. The object of the 
visit to Mence's Pull-up was clear enough. He had obtained 


additional evidence of the impossibility of any unauthorised , 


. person unlocking the doors of the lorry. If even a locksmith 

had been baffled by the key it was unlikely that any one else 
would possess a similar one. But had it been worth while to 
go to all that trouble to confirm an already accepted fact? 1t 
was just like Merrion to suggest a scatter-brain expedition like 
that. 

As it happened a good deal of work came Arnold's way that 
day, and he had no leisure for further consideration of the Wes- 
terby case: At seven o'clock, rememberipg his invitation, he 
left the office and walked into Merrion's rooms, where he found 
his host awaiting him. 


“Well, you've guessed the answer to the riddle, I suppose ? ” 


Merrion asked casually. 

“No, I'm blest if I have," Arnold replied. * As a matter of 
fact I haven't had time to think much about it since this morning. 
But I dare say you've got half a dozen theories at least, each 
more fantastic than the rest." 


“Жо, I've only got one theory this time, and believe me, it’s: 


the right one," Merrion replied. “ Sit down and have a glass 
of sherry. T'I tell you all akout it after dinner if you're in- 
terested.” Е 

So when they had had their meal, they settled down іп front 
of the fire, a decanter of whisky within reach.’ Merrion poured 
out a glass бөлімін guest agi амакат Mishra Collection, Varanasi, 
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* I've changed my mind about Westerby havi 2g destroyed the 
second will" he remarked by way of introduction to the 
subject. , 

“ Well, if he didn't destroy it, what did he do with it?” 
Arnold asked. “ Why did he take it out of the safe and put it 
somewhere else? And what hiding-place did he find that no 
one has been able to discover ? " ; г 

"^I said that I have changed my mind about Westerby having 
destroyed the will,” Merrion replied. “ But I didn't imply 
that it hada't been destroyed by someone else." 

** But who else can have destroyed it ? " Arnold asked. “Тһе 
only person who could get at the safe was Moreling. It’s possible, 
I suppose, that he knew of a duplicate key. But why in the 
name of fortune should he destroy a will in which he was put 
down for a legacy of a thousand pounds ? "' e 

Merrion shook his head. ''I don't believe in the existence 
of a duplicate key," he said. ''Itisn'tnecessary. What became . 
of Westerby's own key? It was almost-certainly in his pocket 
when he was murdered." : 

“ The murderer took it, I suppose ? ” Arnold replied. 

“No doubt, and with it he opend the safe, took out the will 
and destroyed it. And now, surely, you can see for yourself 


. who the murderer must be." . 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
4 ` 
SEEING the helpless gesture with. which Arnold shook his head, 
Merrion looked at him pitvingly. “Don’t you ?” he said. 
“Well, never mind, let's approach the problem from another 
direction. I hope Néwport's fingers made satisfactory prints ? 
He was no end flattered at having them taken twice. 

“Ah!” Arnold exclaimed. “I've been waiting for ап op- 
portunity to tackle you about that. What in the world do you 
mean by sending Newport to the Yard with a cock-and-bull 


_story like that? You made me look a perfect fool, and I’m 


ctly grateful.” “fe 4 КТ» 
др Tm ics but it was the only thing I could think of?" said 
Merrion contritely. “ You policemen are so infernally suspi- 
cious. You wouldn’t have accepted any evidence but the 
record of Newport's fingerprints that he was at the Yard and 


i oms at ten o'clock that evening.” 
nog What the dickens do I care where he was? I didn’t ask. 


zu It was you who told me that he was kicking up that infernal 


din in the next room." ne : : 
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them useful Now for home and bed. I shall have to push 
her along if we're to get back by six o'clock as I promised 
you. 

"He pushed along to such effect that he pulled up the car outside 
the door of his rooms at five minutes to six. ң 

* Pretty good," he said. “It’s not much good your going 
home now. You'd better have a shake-down on my sofa. 
Personally, I'm going to bed, and I'm not going to get up again 
until lunch-time. Newport will give you.some breakfast before 
you go to the Yard!” S Б ae 5 

* But hang it all!" Arnold exclaimed. “Aren't you going 
to tell me what all this has been about ?" — ie 

“Not on your life,” Merrion replied with decision. "I'm 
far too sleepy. I expect‘ a little quiet thinking will show you 
that your problem’s solved. If it doesn't, you're welcome 
to come and have dinner with me again to-night. You know 
your way to the sofa. Good-night." 

After à couple of hours of uneasy sleep, Arnold had his break- 
fast and went to Scotland Yard. Here he sat puzzling his 
brains over the previous night's adventure. The object of the 
visit to Mence's Pull-up was clear enough. He had obtained 


additional evidence of the impossibility of any unauthorised . 


. person unlocking the doors of the lorry. If even a locksmith 
had been baffled by the key it was unlikely that any one else 
would possess a similar one. But had it been worth while to 
go to all that trouble to confirm an already accepted fact ? It 
Nus just like Merrion to suggest a scatter-brain expedition like 
that. 

As it happened a good deal of work came Arnold's way that 
day, and he had no leisure for further consideration of the Wes- 
terby case. At seven o'clock, remembering his invitation, he 
left the office and walked into. Merrion’s rooms, where he found 
his host awaiting him. 

‘Well, you've guessed the answer to the riddle, I suppose ? " 
Merrion asked casually. 

“ No, I'm blest if I have," Arnold replied. “ As a matter of 
fact I haven't had time to think much about it since this morning. 
But I dare say you've got half a dozen theories at least, each 
more fantastic than the rest.” 

No, I've only got one theory this time, and believe me, it's 
the right one," Merrion replied. “Sit down and have a glass 
of sherry. ГІ tell you all about it after dinner if you're in- 
terested.” 4 

So when they had had their meal, they settled down in front 
of the fire, a decanter of whisky within reach. Merrion poured 


out a glass for his him 
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“Туе changed ту mind about Westerby һауіср destroyed the 
second will,” he remarked by way of introduction to the 
subject. , : 

“ Well, -if -he didn't destroy it, what did he do ‘with it?" 
Arnold asked. ‘ Why did he take it out of the safe and put it 
Somewhere else? And what hiding-place did he find that no 
one has been able to discover ? " ERES 

“I said that I have changed my mind about Westerby having 
destroyed the will," Merrion replied. “ But I didn't imply 
that it hadn't, been destroyed by someone else.” 

* But who else сап have destroyed it? " Arnold asked. “ Тһе 
only person who could get at the safe was Moreling. It’s possible, 
I suppose, that he knew of a duplicate key. But why in the 
name of fortune should he destroy a will in which he was put 
down for a legacy of a thousand pounds? "' : 

Merrion shook his head. “І don't believe in the existence 
of a duplicate key," he said. “It isn’t necessary. What became 
of Westerby's own key? It was almost:certainly in his pocket 
when he was murdered.” : 

* The murderer took it, I suppose ? " Arnold replied. ; 

“Хо doubt, and with it he opend the safe, took out the will 
and destroyed it. And now, surely, you can see for yourself 


. who the murderer must be." . 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
ч ` 
SEEING the helpless gesture with. which Arnold shook his head, 
Merrion looked at him pitvingly. “Don’t you ? he said. 
“Well, never mind, let's approach the problem from another 
direction. I hope Néwport's fingers made satisfactory prints ? 
He was no end flattered at having them taken twice." 

“АҺ!” Arnold exclaimed. "I've been waiting for an ор- 
portunity.to tackle you about that. What in the world do yóu 
mean by sending Newport to the Yard with a cock-and-bull 


‘story like that? You made me look a perfect fool, and I'm 


tly grateful." 5 : A ee E 
no Тш у, but it was the only thing I could think of,’ said 


ion contritely. “ You policemen аге so infernally suspi- 
tee You dk have accepted any evidence but the 
record of Newport's fingerprints that he was at the Yard and 
not in these rooms at ten o'clock that evening. 


„лм dickens do I care where he was? I didn’t ask. . 
BC a Sais told me that he was kicking up that infernal : 


din in the next room.” cee : 
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“You were prepared to accept my word for it,” Merrion 
remarked. - : 

* Naturally, for I could hear someone in there. If it wasn't 
Newport it must have been someone else. If you care to have 


‚ a man in to do an evening's plumbing it’s no business of mine.” 


: strange S хав omine Каире ға Collection, Varanasi 


“ You are quite sure that you heard someone іп the next room?” 

* Of course, I did. Don't tell me that you didn’t hear the 
deafening racket he kicked up.” : 

* Oh, yes, I heard the racket, as you call it. But what if I 
were to declare solemnly on oath that nobody but yoü, Newport 
and myself had been in these rooms the ‘whole of that дау?” 

“I should say that you were an infernal liar,” Arnold replied 
promptly. “ The hammering started at ten minutes to ten and 
went on for at least half an hour. You and I were in here, 
and you povided Newport with the most convincing alibi 
possible. 
at ten o'clock ! ” 

“There wasn't," Merrion replied quietly. “ You were the 
victim of a very simple experiment in delusion. I wanted to 
demonstrate to you that hammering, to the extent of annoyance, 
can be produced without the existence of a human hammerer."' 


* You worked the job from in here, of course," Arnold дес-. 


lared. 

«Т4 nothing of the Kind. However, let's go on to something 
else. How did you enjoy our conversation with those cheerful 
lorry drivers last night ? ” 

Arnold shrugged his shoulders. “I knew pretty well all they 
told us already," he replied. 

* Not quite," said Merrion. “ One "incident at least was 
news to you. The interest taken by the stranger in the key 
that opens the doors of the lorry.” “е ; 

2 Yes, I hadn't heard of that before," Arnold admitted. 

But it only confirms the impossibility of the door having 
корей while the lorry was standing outside Мепсе'з 

Fe р- - : 5 

Then you believe that the alleged locksmith’s surprise was 
genuine 27 
by LY not?"' Arnold replied. “ Both drivers were impressed 
s Then the locksmith must have been less experienced than 
youngest apprentice. I'm willing to concede that the key is 
an unusual опе for its purpose. But, all the same I have seen 


somewhat similar keys. There was nothing really extraordinary, 


about the one Alf showed us, especi 
: А : 107 , especially to a man whose firm 
makes locks. I’m willing to bet you my last shilling that the 
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о there must have been someone else in these rooms | 
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“ Why ? " Arnold asked sceptically. . 

“ Remember what we were told about the incident," Merrion 
replied. “ The stranger was so struck with admiration at the 
singularity of the key that he was allowed to handle it. He 
took it over to the light pointed out to us where he could con- 


template it at his leisure. You noticed the nature of that light, 
I dare say ? " х 3 


Arnold made an effort of memory. 
“Tt was a reflector oil-lamp hanging on the wall so far as I 
remember.,’ 5 oS eS 

.. It was. Consequently a person examining an object by its 
light would naturally turn his back to the room. Therefore, if 


‚ the stranger had had a piece of wax about him, he could have 


taken several impressions of the key without being seen." 

Arnold rubbed -his chin thoughtfully. “ Yes, I suppose he 
could," he replied. DUANE: 

“ Very well, then," said Merrion. “ Let's see if we can string 
together all the points that I’ve been trying to make. First | 
of all the disappearance of the will. When Westerby's body 
was found, the pockets of his clothes had been rifled. Among 
the missing ‘objects was the key to the safe in his library at 
No. 9 Godstone Street. His murderer, having the (key in his 
*possession, could open the safe and abstract the will, if he had 
the opportunity and knew that it was there. 

“Now, as we, have been told, quite a number of people knew 


where the will was kept. Mrs. Fenton, Aylesworth and Moreling | 


among the number. Mrs. Fenton and Moreling had nothing 
to gain by the destruction of the will But Aylesworth had 
everything to gain. Under the second will, the benefits he 
obtained were negligible: But if this second will was not forth- 
coming, his uncle would, be deemed to have died intestate. In 
that case, as Mr. Bittern explained to you, Mrs. Fenton and 
Aylesworth would share his estate equally. . . d с 
* Now, had Aylesworth the opportunity of opening the safe ? 
He had. He called at No. 9 Godstone Street a few days after 
Westerby's disappearance and had a conversation with Moreling. 


. At Aylesworth's suggestion the conversation was continued in 


Westerby'slibrary. In the course of it the telephone downstairs 
rang and Moreling went to answer it. He must have been out 
of the room for at least several seconds before he came ‘back 
and told Aylesworth that the call was for him. And during 
that period Aylesworth had plenty of time to take the will out 


` of the safe and put it in his pocket. No doubt he destroyed 


it as soon as he got back home. And also, no doubt, he had 


told’ one of his friends to ring him up at Godstone Street ара, 


particular time. E | 
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“That was the idea that set me off on the right track. The 
murderer had access to the safe. Alone, among our list of 
possible suspects, Aylesworth benefited by the disappearance 
of the will. And, with the exception of Moreling, Aylesworth 
was the only person who had been in the library since Westerby's 
disappearance. But, as a matter of fact, that was the last act. 
I explained it first merely to show you how I had got on Ayles- 
worth's track. Let's go through the whole performance, begin- 
ning with the overture. 

* According to Aylesworth himself this was not the first time 
‘that Runcorn had bought figures from him. Оп previous 
occasions, Runcorn had told him to send them ta Brixem Hall 

by the Haynes Road Transport Company. It would be perfectly 
easy for Aylesworth to discover the times of departure and 
arrival of the lorries and the route taken between London and 
Newcastle. And a little nocturnal patrolling of the Great North 
Road informed him that the drivers were in the habit of stopping 
at Mence’s Pull-up. Ee 

. “Now I explained just now that the stranger who examined 
the key could easily have taken impressions of it in wax. But 
no one unaccustomed to moulding could hope to reproduce 


an effective duplicate key. Aylesworth; as a sculptor, is accus- - 


tomed to moulding. Furthermore, he is used to working in 
metals as well as stone. He told you himself that he was ham- 
mering copper into shape on the night that Colonel Gatwick 
complained of his activities. 

“ Aylesworth, then, was the stranger who talked to Bert and 


Alf that night. He took hi$ wax impressions home with him ` . 


‘and set to work on the key. As soon as he had got it finished 
‘to his satisfaction, he was ready to dispatch the statuary to 
Runcorn. The next step was to arrarge a suitable mechanical 
device. I can’t describe, of course, the exact nature of the one 


. he employed. But Newport and I put our heads together and | 


. devised a mechanism which answered the purpose perfectly 
well If you care to come into the kitchen I will show it to 
you. I asked Newport to set it up all ready às soon as he had 
cleared away dinner.” : . 

They went into the kitchen, where they found Newport 
Standing before the cupborad. " All ready ? " Merrion asked. 
; < Yes, sir, it's here in the cupboard where it was on Monday 
evening," Newport replied with a grin. ; 

Good. It’s five and twenty past nine now. Set it to work 
at half-past and give it as short a run as you can manage. You 
ought to know its tricks by this time.” 2 

Newport opened the cupboard door, thus displaying a curious- 


looking apparatus inst 6 
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a cheap alarm clock with the alarm. bell removed. The clapper 
thus exposed, had fixed to.it a sharp strip of steel, broken off 
from a safety razor blade. A piece of stout twine, fixed at one 
end to the side of the cupboard, was stretched against the sharp 
edge, barely touching it. Following the twine from the blade, 
it passed through a pulley screwed into the top of the cupboard, 
then passed vertically down with a leaden weight tied at the 
farther end of it.. A loop in this thread passed over the button 
of an electric switch screwed to the back of the cupboard. 

The next object was a miniature electric motor, of the type 
found in model engineering shops. This had been geared to a 
copper cylinder mounted on a horizontal axle. This cylinder 
was about two feet in diameter and a couple of inches across. 
Projecting from its interior surface towards the centre were six 
vanes, unequally spaced. In each of the angles formed by the 
inner end of these vanes and the interior surface of the cylinder 
was a steel ball taken from a large ball-bearing. ; 

Round the axis of the cylinder were wound two or three 
turns of a second piece of thread. This piece of thread came off 
a reel which was suspended by a piece of wire passed through 
the hole running through the centre of the reel. A third piece 
of thread, formed as a bridle, held the wire. From the bridle 
this third piece of thread passed`through a pulley exactly above 
the electric switch and terminated in a second loop placed over 
the button. The outfit was completed by an ordinary wireless 
battery connected to the motor through the switch. 

‘There you are,” said Merrion proudly. “That’s what we 
were busy with when you called so awkwardly on Monday 
afternoon. The design is mine and the execution is, Newport's. 
We think of patenting it between us. Instrument for the be- 
wilderment of confiding policemen. All right, Newport, get 

& 


. busy." 


. Newport removed the alarm clock, set the alarm to half-past 
nine and replaced it very carefully in its original position. He: 
looked at.the dial of the clock as he did so. “She ought to 
go off any minute now, sir," he reported. RH 2 

They had not waited’ very long when the alarm went off 
with a whirr. The twine had been bearing so gently against 
the razor blade that while this was stationary the pressure was 
not sufficient to sever it. But as soon as the clapper began to 
oscillate, the shearing motion of the blade immediately cut 
through the twine. The weight at the farther end fell, and, 
as it did so, the first loop over the button of the switch switched 


it on. The motor started, and very slowly the copper cylinder | 
` began to revolve. 


Merrion chuckled. “ Now, just you listen," he said. 
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Arnold, to whom the dodge was still obscure, watched the . 
cylinder with a puzzled expression on his face. After a while, 
he noticed that one of the internal vanes was slowly reaching a | г 
horizontal position. Ав it did so, the steel ball hitherto retained db 
by it, began to roll towards its free end. When it reached this, . 
it fell with a clang to the bottoni of the cylinder. | 

* Pretty realistic, I think," said Merrion approvingly. ч 

“ That’s the first hammer-blow. The next vane will be hori- 
zontal in a second or two, second hammer-blow. The -space 


between the second and third vanes is rather wider, you'll notice. d 
The idea being that the hammer strokes should come at irregular і 
intervals. It’s much more realistic that way. Well, what do ME E 
you think of it?” d 


“ It's infernally ingenious, I'll admit," Arnold replied rather 
grudgingly. “ І would have sworn the other night that someone 
was in here hammering. Do you suppose that Aylesworth 
riggeo up a gadget like this ? ” ; 


“тп pretty certain he did,” Merrion replied. “ But being a 5%, 
skilled metal-worker, his apparatus was probably not so primitive + 
as this. How long do you reckon she'll run, Newport, ? ” ` ! 

“ About a quarter of an hour or twenty minutes, sir,” Newport . | 
replied. | 


““Тһеп we'll go back to the lounge. Call us in plenty of time - 21 
for the Inspector to sée how the stopping device works." ; 

Merrion and his guest returned to the lounge. “ Now, you 
see,” the former continued, as he replenished the tumblers, “ it’s | 
even more realistic in here with a partition wall in "between. | 
Just like а man hammering away steadily at а piece of metal. 3 
And that was just the noise that kept Colonel Gatwick awake 
and caused his complaint. As for the flashlights, it would Бе. ^ 
perfectly easy to devise some mechanism which would set them ^ 
off at a prearranged time. ; ЖҮРУІ : R 

“ But let’s go back to that Thursday afternoon. Aylesworth. 1 
couldn't . wait to see the packing-case loaded on to the lorry. 
He had an appointment elsewhere. Of course, he had. He 
had to be at Slinton before ten o'clock. Ше E 

„ Now remember, Aylesworth owns а car. Не told you so 
himself. He said that he had taken out the car and driven to 
the West End for dinner. He took the car out, certainly, but 
not to drive to the West End. It must be about 130 miles to | 
Slinton from Caroline Avenue. I expect he allowed himself i 
four hours to cover the distance, which means that he started off Ua 
somewhere about six o'clock. ‘Prince said he didn't see: { 
him again after they had finished packing the case together. “хар” 
Aylesworth had been to Slinton before and he knew his way : 

about well enough. Also he knew Westerby's habit of having” 
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his dinner at The Pelican and staying there for the rest of the 
evening. 

x I fancy that by piecing together the various pieces of evidence 
we've heard we can reconstruct Aylesworth's actions pretty 
accurately after he reached Slinton. He drove the car down 
to the riverside where it was unlikely to be seen. He could : 
foretell neither the solicitude of Tom the wagoner for Steadfast, 
nor the unexpected visit'of Fenton to Slinton. He left the.car 
with its lights turned off, walked back to the cross-roads and 
hid himself in such a position that, although he could not be 
seen by afiy one who happened to pass by, he could keep his 
eyes on the door of The Pelican. And he must have thought 
there were a plaguey lot of folk about that night, for both Tom 
and Fenton must have passed close beside him. 

“ However, as it happened, all was clear when Westerby left 
The Pelican. Aylesworth, seeing him in the lighted doorway, 
ran down to the car and drove it a short distance up Ryder's 
Lane from the cross-roads, with only the sidelights on. Fenton 
didn't see the headlights until it started away again from thispoint. 

“Неге, Aylesworth met Westerby. What passed between 
them we don't know. Aylesworth probably got out of the car 
and addressed his uncle by name. Then when he had engaged 

.lis.attention, he struck him on the head with some heavy weapon 
sufficiently hard to stun him. He then bundled him into the 
сап and drove away up Ryder's Lane, taking that way to avoid 
passing through the village, where someone might by chance 
have noticed the number of the car. The car, or rather its 
lights were seen both by Fenton and'the farmer who lives in: 
Ryder's Lane. . ON eS 

* After that Aylesworth had plenty of time at his disposal. ^ : 
Last night it took us only nineteen minutes to cover the distance 
between, Mence’s Pullzfp and Slinton. And Aylesworth had 
three and a half hours before him. He probably stopped when 
he reached a lonely stretch of road, pulled the car intó the side, 
and put out the lights once more. And then he set to work to 
finish the job properly. Finding that his uncle was still breath- : 
ing, he tied the bootlace which he had brought with him for the 
purpose tightly round his neck. Then he proceeded to rifle 
his pockets. It was the key óf the safe he was after, of course. 
But he couldn’t very well take that and leave the rest. To 
have done so would have left an obvious clue to the motive of 


, the murder.” 


All the time that Merrion was speaking the hammering had 


been going on next door, But at this moment the door opened 


and Newport appeared. “Time's very nearly up, sir, he 
announced. ` Web А 
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* Come along," said Merrion. “ You've got to imagine that 
. it’s some time between twelve and one that night. Colonel Ж 
Gatwick is in his bed at 17 Caroline Avenue, trying to get to ; 
sleep. Aylesworth is somewhere between Slinton and Mence’s 
Pull-up with the dead body of his uncle іп the car.’ The annoy- 
ance іп the'studio continues at full blast. Now watch how my 
‚ gadget shuts itself off.” 5 - 
They had walked once more into the kitchen and stood in 
front of the open door of the cupboard. The copper cylinder, 
was still rotating, the vanes alternately picking up and dropping ~ 
the steel balls. But its rotation had wound the greater part 
of the second thread round the axle. Only a single turn of z 
thread remained round the reel suspended from the pulley. £^ 
As Arnold watched, this single turn was wound slowly off 
the reel. Then he saw that the end of the thread was secured 
by a small staple to the reel. When the last turn had been 
wound off, tension came on the third thread, from the wire 
spindle passed through the reel over the pulley and down to the ] 
button of the switch. This tension increased until with a click Д 
the switch was pulled off. The motor slowed down and stopped ЖАЗ 
and with it the copper cylinder, With a faint rattle of the steel 
balls the cylinder settled down to а position of equilibrium. | 
And as it did so, the noise ceased. j | 
“Well, you see now how the dodge was worked, "said Merrion. 
* The alarm clock sets the apparatus going at any pre-arranged 
time. Aylesworth arranged for it to start at half-past ten. 
That was quite a reasonable hour for him to return from a dinner ^ 
in the West End, and at that time it was unlikely that either . — 
Mr. or Mrs. Prince would notice thát he had not actually entered 
thé house. / 
“The length of time the motor runs depends entirely upon 
the length of the second thread wound проп”һе reel. Aylesworth 
had arranged for the noise to go on for a couple of hours or so. 
He had; of course, included the switch which controls the studio 
lights in his circuit. These lights went out between midnight 
and ome o'clock. The natural inference was that Aylesworth 
“had turned them out and gone to bed. He had in fact, provided 
himself with a most satisfactory alibi. I think I remember your 
making that very remark yourself. And now, let’s go back to | 
the lounge. All right, Newport, we shan't want your assistance | | 
any longer.” x2 ; | 
__Amnold looked suspiciously from master to servant. “Well, . iy 
if you two ever get together on a job of murder, my work'll be 
cut out, that’s all I can say,” he remarked. | ; 2 
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Back in the lounge Merrion picked up the thread of his discourse 
"where he had dropped it. 

* We left Aylesworth in his car by the roadside. He knew 
from his previous reconnaissance approximately what time the 
lorry with the packing-case would arrive at Mence's Pull-up. 
He probably timed himself to arriye here shortly before ‘it was 
expected. He pulled up just as I did last night, on the grass 
verge on.the opposite side of the road, and turned out his lights. 
I can’t tell you exactly what he did after that, but this is what 
I should have done in his place. He got out of the car, and hid 
behind the trees. Here he waited until both lorries, the one 
bound for London and the one bound for Newcastle, had arrived 
and the drivers had gone indoors for their refreshments. He 
knew then that he had at the very least twenty minutes or half 
ап hour before him.  : ~ Pag 

* Now, I don’t know how observant you were when we were 
inside that place last night. I noticed two things. First, that 
the room in which we were sitting has both blinds and-curtains 
-over the windows. You couldn't see what was going on under 
the trees on the other side of the road, even if the moon happened 
to be shining, And second, that nobody else came in while 
Bert and Alf were there. That shows that no other regular 
habitués of the place were timed to pass it during that period. 
And I: don't suppose that Bill Mence expects much chance custom 
at that hour in the morning. " ; 

“ Aylesworth then, felt pretty safe from observation. Passing 
traffic-wouldn’t worry him much. If. any one passed and 
happened to’ notice him they would merely suppose that he 
was the driver of the Jorry readjusting his load, ог, something 
like that. They cettainly would not stop fo inquire what he 
was up to. х . s SON 

«бо Aylesworth opened the door of the Newcastle-bound 
lorry with the key which he had made and jumped in, closing 


‘the door ‘behind him. He had a spanner іп kis pocket and - 


‘with this he unscrewed the nuts securing the lid of the case. 
He lifted out the figures which, as you have been told, were not 
exceptionally heavy and carried these to his car. “Then he 
carried Westerby’s body from the car to the packing-case. 
You estimated you told me that Westerby could not weigh much 
more than nine stone, so Aylesworth could carry him that short 
distance without much difficulty. He screwed down the lid 


of the packing-case once more, locked the door of thelorryand ~ 


his job was done. He must, of course, have spilt some of the. 


wood shavings on the floor of the lorry during the process. , 
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But if any one happened to notice them, which is extremely 


unlikely, he would suppose that they had got there whilst the - 


lorry was being loaded at the London depot." 

“That’s all very well," said Arnold as he put down his glass 
after a long pull at its contents. .“ But why did he go to all 
that trouble? Why didn't he just pitch the body into the river ? 

- That was your original suggestion, you know.” 

“I know it was,” Merrion replied. “ We've each been side- 
tracked over this business more than once. Why didn't Ayles- 
worth pitch the body into the river? Because he was aíraid 
that it might get lost. Swallowed by a whale like Jonah. 
And he wasn't risking a repetition of Jonah's experience. He 
wanted to become his uncle's heir without delay. And for that 


purpose it was necessary that Westerby's body should be found - 


as soon as possible. 

“ Апа you must admit that that packing-case was an idcal 
. repository. It was bound to be opened when Runcorn came 
back from the West Indies, at the very latest. And, as Ayles- 
worth tried to make it appear, he couldn't have had anything 
to do with putting the body in it. He had been careful to 
provide himself with a witness who had helped him pack it. 
He was not in the house when the case left it. And, most 
conclusive of all, Westerby was alive and well when the case 
left Caroline Avenue. in 

“And, уоп know, he very nearly got away with it, You 
allowed yourself to be firmly convinced that the case could not 


have been tampered with en route: Even if you had considered , 


the possibility, you would have been driven to the conclusion 
that the only chance of tampering with the case was while the 
lorry was standing outside Mence's Pull-up. And shortly before 


that time Aylesworth had stopped working in his studio, turned | : 


out the lights and gone to bed. If апу опе had tampered with 
the case, it could not possibly have been Aylesworth. 
Besides, look at the delightful suggestion of motive he 
Бега. He couldn’t have foreseen that Runcorn would call 
on Westerby that particular Thursday and quarrel-with him. 
That was just an additional stroke of luck. But he did know 
that they had quarrelled not long before, for his uncle had told 
him so. : And, of course, he hastened to pass on the information 
to you. Naturally, finding Westerby's body in Runcorn’s 
hamess-room, you immediately put two and two together. It’s 
all right, I’m not blaming you.” 
. im inclined to blame myself for all that," Arnold replied, 
displaying an unusual meekness. ` E 
ra You needn't," said Merrion, as he filled up his guest’s glass- 
t was very nearly the perfect crime. But we may as well 
СС-0. Digitized by éGangotri. Kamalakar Mishra Collection, Varanasi 


У 


a 


è 


NR. WESTERBY MISSING 173 


finish our reconstruction. Aylesworth started back to London 
with the figures in the back of his car. He must have disposed 
of them somewhere оп his journey. In his place I should have 
pitched them into some convenient river. The Great North Road 


crosses the Trent at Newark and the Ouse between St. Neots and 1 


Biggleswade. But that, of course, is only a suggestion. 

“ Supposing he left Mence's Pull-up at two o'clock, he would 
have been back at Caroline Avenue well before six. I don't 
for a moment suppose that either Prince or his wife are about 
at that hour. .I expect he let himself in by the studio entrance: 
and crept up to bed where Prince duly found him at eight o'clock. 
Only eighteen minutes earlier, the lorry had arrived at the 

- Newcastle depot. Aylesworth, therefore, could not have tam- 
pered with the case there. And this time his alibi was genuine. 

"* The last act of the performance I have already described. 
Aylesworth went to see Moreling at Godstone Street. ‘As Wes-' 
terby's nephew he had every right to do so. But it was rather 
a delicate touch to ask you whether you had any objection. 
He decoyed Moreling to the library on a perfectly plausible 
pretext. There he talked to him until the telephone call came 
through. Moreling naturally went downstairs to answer it, and 

.. «that was Aylesworth's opportunity.” 

“That’s all very well," said Arnold. “ But how is all this 
going to be proved ? "' 

Merrion shrugged his shoulders. “ You won't find much in 
the way, of tangible evidence, I'm afraid," he replied. “Тһе 
alibi machine will have been destroyed by this time and the parts 

` thrown away. And as for the will, that was burnt to ashes long 
ago. My first step, if T were in charge of the case, would'be to 
bring Aylesworth and Bert Chivers face to face. It is perhaps 

. Significant that they didn’t meet on the evening the case was 
collected. But the chances are that Chivers would recognise 
the stranger who betrayed such an interest in the key at Mence's 


. . Pull-up. If he did, you could call on Alf and possibly -Bill 


Mence to back him up. Then, if you could find the figures 
somewhere between Mence's Pull-up and London that would 
- help you. But Га like to remind you that I've done my 


share of the work. I've shown you how the crime was com- , ' 


: mitted, and I have demonstrated that only one person can have 
been the criminal. The rest, with all due respect, is up to you." 


And with that Arnold had to be contented, for Merrion refused * 
to discuss the matter any further. Не and Newport left London ' - 
. next morning, relinquishing to Arnold.the duty of establishing | 


. proofs. 2 { : 5 à 
From that evening the Inspector devoted his attention entirely 


.. , to GarolingiAvenussanQei the spacionsipectertaingettingChivers | 
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to identify the house from which he had collected the packing- 
case, Arnold contrived to confront him with Aylesworth. ` Chi- 
vers, who had not been coached in any way, recognised him. 
immediately as the stranger whom he had met at Mence's 
Pull-up. 

This was quite a useful beginning, and there was more to 
| come. Arnold’s inquiries revealed the fact that at the time 
M of his uncle’s disappearance, Aylesworth had been the owner of 
| a two-door semi-sports saloon. He had, however, sold this on 
{ 


{| the morning of Saturday the Irth, and had not replaced it. 
1 Arnold next proceeded to attack Aylesworth's alibi. Ayles- 


worth made no difficulty about giving him the name and address 
of the friend with whom he had dined that Thursday evening.. 

But his friend, who was universally known as George, turned 
out to be a most unsatisfactory witness. His memory was 
atrocious and his intelligence was imperfectly developed, and 

1 by the time their interview was over Arnold was convinced that 

| he was half-witted. 

Т Не remembered dining with Bill Aylesworth recently. He 

| was ready to swear to that. Jolly clever chap, Bill. He had. 

| bought two or three of his little things from time to time. Where 

| had they dined? He really couldn't say. It might have been , 

| the Café Royal, because they'd been there before. Or perhaps 

it was the Monico. He was really very sorry, but he could not 
remember that sort of thing. ! 

As for the date, that was utterly beyond him. Perhaps it 
had been Thursday the 9th, George could think of no reason 
why it should not have been. It hadn't been a definite appoint- ^ ^ 
ment. Bill Aylesworth had rung him ap that morning and 
asked him to dine with him. But what morning he really 
couldn't say. In fact; George was so vague in his recollections 
that when requested by Arnold to give an account of his actions 
on the previous day he utterly failed to remember any incident 
of interest. б 6 

Aylesworth had told Arnold that it had been George who had. ` ^. 
telephoned to him at Godstone Street. George had the haziest | 
of recollections that Aylesworth had rung him up and asked’ 
him to telephone him to a certain number at a certain time 
on a cértain day. But number, time and,day had long since 
faded from George's memory. Even the subject of the conver- 
sation had by now escaped him. id 
EE olds did, after all, extract one item of information 
ud 5 оке Poor old Bill was desperately broke. George 

self had lent him fifty quid not so long ago, and Bill had - 


since told hi T Д ұ д 
| use dod Hm tiat he had had to sell his car to satisfy an impor- 
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George not being very helpful, nothing remained but detailed 
and painstaking inquiry in the various restaurants in the West 
End. Eventually Arnold was able to establish beyond reason- 
able doubt that Aylesworth and George had dined together, 
not at the Café Royal or the Monico, but the Trocadero, one 
evening during the week in question. ` But this evening could 
not have been that of Thursday the 9th. The waiter who 
remembered them had not been on duty that day. - 

Inquiries into Aylesworth's financial affairs showed that 
George's statement had not been exaggerated. Aylesworth was 
heavily in debt and was being pressed by his creditors. It 
appeared that the income he derived from the sale of his-work 

. was not sufficient to provide for his decided expensive tastes. - 
It was only his uncle's death and Aylesworth's confident assertion. 
that he would inherit half his fortune, that had induced his 
creditors to postpone proceedings against him. ~. 

But perhaps the most important clue of all proved to be the 
bootlace which had been found tied round Mr. Westerby's neck. , 
A stout leather bootlace which had never been used. It was : 
not at all the sort of thing one would expect a man in Aylesworth's 
position to possess. It was the sort of lace that a labourer 
Would use for his working boots. The probability was, then, 

- ~ that Aylesworth had procured it for the purpose. This involved 
meticulous inquiry among all the vendors of bootlaces in London. 
Fortunately, as it turned out, comparatively few stocked boot- 
laces of that. description. At last one of Arnold’s subordinates 
picked up the scent from a small working cobbler whose shop’ 
| Ax * Was not more than half a mile from Caroline Avenue. Inter- 
1 viewed by the Inspecter, the cobbler, whose memory was for- 
ж tunately of the keenest, told him a most instructive story. 
iÀ According to this, one morning, early in Novèmber, a gentleman 

i had come into the shòp. The gentleman had told him that he 

i ` was going into the country very shortly and wanted га pair of 

i~ ° stout leather laces for his shooting boots. Now, as it happened, 
| * “this particular cobbler made his own laces by cutting a piece 


е 


of hide into strips and leaving the strips attached to the butt 
end until they were required. He had shown a set of these 
strips to his customer, who had said that they were the very 
thing. The cobbler had thereupon cut two strips of thé butt, 
| and these his customer had taken away with him. 3 5 
| - By a stroke of luck the cobbler still had in his possession the 
f. + butt from which he had cut these two laces, with the last two 
\ strips still attached to it. Arnold bought these, butt and ‘all, 
/ and took them to Scotland Yard for examination by the experts. 
| After prolonged examination of this butt and of the lace which 

| , had been found tied round Мг. Westerby's neck, the experts, | 
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for. once, found themselves in unanimous agreement. They 
were prepared to swear that the lace in question had originally 
formed part of the same hide as the butt. с . 

Feeling that by now he had obtained all the evidence available, 
Arnold laid the case before the Assistant Commissioner. After 
consultation with the Public Prosecutor, Aylesworth was arrested. 
He stoutly maintained his innocence and refused to make any 
statement. But in the course of a series of identification parades 
he wasrecognised by three witnesses. Chivers and his colleague 
Alf recognised him as the stranger who had displayed an interest 
in the key at Mence's Pull-up. The cobbler recognised him as 
the cístomer to whom he had sold the pair of bootlaces. 
Less than two months after the arrest, Aylesworth was put on 
trial at the Old Bailey. 

The defence disputed every inch of the ground, but the cir- 
cumstantial evidence against the prisoner was too strong. Mer- 
rion’s alibi-machine was demonstrated in court and greatly : 
intrigued both judge and jury. But the most damaging piece | 
of evidence was the bootlace. ` | 

It was established beyond doubt that Aylesworth had bought '}. 
it a day or two before the crime. Who but he could have tied it | 
round Мт. Westerby’s neck ? SRO 6 

After a somewhat prolonged absence, the" jury found the 1 
prisoner guilty and the death sentence was duly pronounced. 

. Merrion, who ‘had been in court, approached Arnold.as the 
witnesses dispersed. “ The verdict was right, there's по doubt 
about that," he said. “ All the same, I can't help being a bit „| . 
sorry. The chap was damnably singenious and showed some | 
promise as a sculptor. But then these'get-rich-quick schemes 
rarely come off. Let's go along to my place and have a drink." 


° | 
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^ THE END 
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г ORDERED A TABLE FOR SIX . . Nod Streatfeild i i 
OVER MY DEAD BODY Rex Stout |, 
THE SMILER WITH THE KNIFE Nicholas Blake : 
DEATH AT THE HELM John Rhode 
MRS. TIM CARRIES ON р: E. Stevenson iii | 
TADPOLE HALL ed Helen Ashton її. 
SWAMP WATER Vereen Bel Fi i; 
: HERCULE POIROT'S CHRISTMAS Agatha Christie dr 
X SHE HAD TO HAVE GAS | Pupert Pony FT 
‘CONQUEST MARCHES ON ` Berkeley Grey (д) 
е SHE FADED INTO AIR Ethel Lina White Hf Ho 
YOUNG DOCTOR : Elizabeth Seifert |) 
t DEATH AND THE DANCING FOOTMAN Ngaio Marsh X Y 
2 ІТ COULDN'T MATTER LESS `. Peter Cheyney 71 ч 
қ LEAVE IT TO CONQUEST Berkeley Grey ij 
XH - HUDSON REJOINS THE HERD Claude Houghton 7154 
S A THE BLACK GLOVES Conyth Little Ж) | 
3; DOUBLE BLACKMAIL G. D. H. & M, Cole EUM ү 
‘MURDER AT -BUZZARDS FAY Anthony Abbot i 
_ THE CLOCK IN THE HAT BOX Anthony Gilbert с i 
. THE TOWN CRIED. MURT. ER ` Lesiie Ford * 
“SPEAR HEAD. - ` John Brophy ЕЕ 
WHO KILLED THE HUSBANZ = Hulbert Footner p 
` DARKNESS FALLS FROM Tun AIR Nigel Balchin D 
“ҚО SLEEP AT ALL James Warren n^ 
SREPRISAL —-c Ethel Vance ^W 


Whats IN IT FOR WALTER Frank Tiistey. 


: 1HE SHIPBUILDERS 4 George Blake 
is : y Nina. 1. dorova 
dev Stout 


` Peter heyne) 
Jo: кеі 


